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CHAPTER I. 

AN OLD FBISMD. 

I MIGHT open the present elxapter^ as a oontem- 
porary writer of Komanoe is occasionally in the habit 
of commencing his tales of Chivalry, by a description 
of a November afternoon, with falling leaves, tawny 
forests, gathering storms, and other autumnal phe- 
nomena ; and two horsemen winding up the romantic 
road which leads from-— from Kichmond Bridge to 
the '* Star and Garter.'' The one rider is youthful, 
and has a blond mustachio : the cheek of the other 
has been browned by foreign suns ; it is easy to see 
by the manner in which he bestrides his powerful 
charger that he has followed the profession of arms. 
He looks as if he had &ced his country's enemies on 
many a field of Eastern battle. The cavaliers alight 
before the gate of a cottage on Kichmond Hill, where 
a gentleman receives them with eager welcome. 
Their steeds are accommodated at a neighboring 
hostelry, — I pause in the midst of the description, 
for the reader has made the acquaintance of our two 
horsemen long since. It is Clive returned from 
Malta, from Gibraltar, from Seville, from Cadiz, and 
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2 THE NEWCOJLES. 

with him our dear old f rieEA^ the Colonel. His cam- 
paignfi are over, Ms awpn^ ia litmg up, lie leaves 
Eastern suns and battljis.tSj warm young blood. Wel- 
come back to EnglHodi'Sear Colonel and kind friend I 
How quickly tbe.ylars have passed since he has been 
gone I Than^'^ a streak or two more silver in his 
hair. The wrlukles about his honest eyes are some- 
what, debper, but their look is as steadfast and kind 
as'.'ib._'tJle early, almost boyish days when we first 
ItjleW them. 
:■. We talk awhile about the Colonel's voyage home, 
' the pleasures of the Spanish journey, the handsome 
new quarters in which Clive has installed hia father 
and himself, my own altered condition in life, and 
what not. During tlie conversation a little querulous 
voice makes itself audible above stairs, at which noise 
Mr. Clive begins to laugh, and the Colonel to smile. 
It is for the first time in his life Mr. Clive listens to 
the little voice ; indeed, it is only since about six 
weeks that that small organ has been heard in the 
world at all. Laura Pendennis believes its tones to 
be the sweetest, the most interesting, the most mirth- 
inspiring, the most pitiful and pathetic, that ever baby 
uttered; which opinions, of course, are backed by 
Krs. Hokey, the confidential nurse. Laura's husband 
is not so rapturous; but, let us trust, behaves in a 
way becoming a man and a father. We forego the 
description of his feelings as not pertaining to the 
history at present under consideration. A little 
while before the dinner is served, the lady of the 
cottage comes down to greet her husband's old 
friends. 

And here I am sorely tempted to a third descrip- 
tion, which has nothing to do vfith the story to be 
sure, but which, if properly bit off, might fill half a 
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page very prettily. For is not a young mother one of 
the sweetest sights which life shows ua ? If she has 
been beautiful before, does not her present pure joy 
give a character of refinement and sacredness almost 
to her beauty, touch her sweet cheeks with fairer 
blushes, and impart I know not wliat serene bright- 
ness to her eyes ? 

When Sir Charles Grandison stepped up and made 
his very beautitullest bow to Miss Byron, I am sure 
Ids gracious dignity never exceeded that of Colonel 
Newcome's first greeting to Mrs. Pendennis, Of 
course, from the very moment they beheld one an- 
other they became friends. Are not moat of our 
likings tlius instantaneous ? Before she came down 
to see him, Laura had put on one of the Colonel's 
shawls — the crimson one, with the red palm-leaves 
and the border of many colors. As for the white 
one, the priceless, the gossamer, the fairy web, 
which might pass through a ring, that, every lady 
must be aware, was already appropriated to cover the 
cradle, or what I believe is called the bassinet of 
Master Pendennis. 

80 we all became the very beat of friends; and 
during the winter months, whilst we still resided at 
Richmond, the Colonel was my wife's constant vis- 
itor. He often came without Clive. He did not 
care for the world which the young gentleman fre- 
quented, and was more pleased and at home by my 
wife's fireside than at more noisy and splendid enter- 
tainments. And, Laura being a sentimental person, 
interested in pathetic novels and all unhappy atta^^h- 
ments, of course she and the Colonel talked a great 
deal about Mr. Clive'a little aSair, over which they 
would have such deep confabulations, that even when 
the master of the house appeared, Paterfamilias, the 
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man whom, in the presence of the Eey. Dr. Portroan, 
Mrs. Laura had sworn to lore^ honor^ etc., these two 
guilty ones would be silent, or change the subject of 
conversation, not caring to admit such an uns3nmpa- 
thizing person as myself into their conspiracy. 

From many a talk which they have had together 
since the Colonel and his son embraced at Malta, 
Clive's father had been led to see how strongly the 
passion which our friend had once fought and mas- 
tered, had now taken possession of the young man. 
The unsatisfied longing left him indifferent to all other 
objects of previous desire or ambition. The misfor- 
tune darkened the sunshine of his spirit, and clouded 
the world before his eyes. He passed hours in his 
painting-room, though he tore up what he did there. 
He forsook his usual haunts, or appeared amongst his 
old comrades moody and silent. From cigar-smok- 
ing, which I own to be a reprehensible practice, he 
plunged into still deeper and darker dissipation ; for 
I am sorry to say he took to pipes and the strongest 
tobacco, for which there is no excuse. Our young 
man was changed. During the last fifteen or twenty 
months the malady had been increasing on him, of 
which we have not chosen to describe at length the 
stages ; knowing very well that the reader (the male 
reader at least) does not care a fig about other peo- 
ple's sentimental perplexities, and is not wrapped up 
heart and soul in Olive's affairs like his father, whose 
rest was disturbed if the boy had a headache, or who 
would have stripped the coat off his back to keep his 
darling's feet warm. 

The object of this hopeless passion had, meantime, 
returned to the custody of the dark old duenna, from 
which she had been liberated for a while. Lady 
Kew had got her health again, by means of the pre- 
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3oription8 of some doctors^ or by the efScacy of some 
baths; and was again on foot and in the world, 
tramping about in her grim pursuit of pleasure. 
Lady Julia, we are led to believe, had retired upon 
half-pay, and into an inglorious exile at Brussels, 
with her sister, the outlaw's wife, by whose bankrupt 
fireside she was perfectly happy. Miss Newcome 
was now her grandmother's companion, and they had 
been on a tour of visits in Scotland, and were journey- 
ing from country-house to country-house about the 
time when our good Colonel returned to his native 
shores. 

The Colonel loved his nephew Barnes no better 
than before perhaps, though we must say, that since 
his return from India the young Baronet's conduct 
had been particularly friendly. '* No doubt marriage 
had improved him ; Lady Clara seemed a good- 
natured young woman enough; besides," says, the 
Colonel, wagging his good old head knowingly, <' Tom 
Kewcome, of the Bundlecund Bank, is a personage to 
be conciliated; whereas Tom Newcome, of the Bengal 
Cavalry, was not worth Master Barnes's attention. 
He ha3 been very good and kind on the whole; so 
have his friends been uncommonly civil. There was 
Clive's acquaintance, Mr. Belsize that was. Lord 
Highgate who is now, entertained our whole family 
sumptuously last week; wants us and Barnes and 
his wife to go to his country-house at Christmas ; is 
as hospitable, my dear Mrs. Pendennis, as man can 
be. He met you at Barnes's, and as soon as we are 
alone," says the Colonel, turning round to Laura's 
husband, '^ I will tell you in what terms Lady Clara 
speaks of your wife. Tes. She is a good-natured 
kind little woman, that Lady Clara." Here Laura's 
face assumed that gravity and severeness which it 
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always wore when Lady Clara's name was mentioned, 
and the conversation took another turn. 

Betuming home from London one afternoon, I met 
the Colonel, who hailed me on the omnibus and rode 
on his way towards the City. I knew, of course, that 
he had been colloguing with my wife ; and taxed that 
young woman with these continued flirtations. "Two 
or three times a week, Mrs. Laura, you dare to re- 
ceive a Colonel of Dragoons. You sit for hours 
closeted with the young fellow of sixty ; you change 
the conversation when your own injured husband en- 
ters the room, and pretend to talk about the weather, 
or the baby. You littie arch-hypocrite, you know you 
do. — Don't try to humbug me. Miss, what will Eich- 
mond, what will society, what will Mrs. Grundy in 
general say to such atrocious behavior ? " 

" Oh, Pen," says my wife, closing my mouth in a 
way which I do not choose farther to particularize ; 
" that man is the best, the dearest^ the kindest crea- 
ture. I never knew such a good man ; you ought to 
put him into a book. Do you know, sir, that I felt 
the very greatest desire to give him a kiss when he 
went away; and that one which you had just now, 
was intended for him." 

"Take back thy gift, false girll" says Mr. Pen- 
dennis ; and then, Anally, we come to the particular cir- 
cumstance which had occasioned so much enthusiasm 
on Mrs. Laura's part. 

Colonel Newcome had summoned heart of grace, and 
in Clive's behalf had regularly proposed him to 
Barnes, as a suitor to Ethel ; taldng an artful advan- 
tage of his nephew Barnes Newcome, and inviting that 
Baronet to a private meeting, where they were to 
talk about the affairs of the Bundlecund Banking 
Company. 
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Now this Bundlecnnd Banking Company, in the 
Colonel'B eyes, was in reality his son Clive. But for 
Clive there might have been a hundred banking com- 
panies established, yielding a hundred per cent in aa 
many districts of India, and Thomas Newcome, who 
had plenty of money for his own wants, would never 
have thought of speculation. His desire was to see 
his boy endowed with all the possible gifts of fortune. 
Had be built a palace for Clive, and been informed 
that a roc's egg waa required to complete the decorar 
tion of the edifice, Tom Newcome would have travelled 
to the world's end in search of the wanting article. 
To see Prince Clive ride in a gold coach with a prin- 
cess beside him, was the kind old Colonel's ambition ; 
that done, he would be content to retire to a garret in 
the prince's castle, and smoke his cheroot there in 
peace. So the world is made. The strong and eager 
covet honor and enjoyment for themselves ; the gentle 
and disappointed (once they may have been strong and 
eager too) desire these gifts for their children. I 
think dive's father never liked or understood the lad's 
choice of a profession. He acquiesced in it, as he 
would in any of his son's wishes. But, not being a 
poet himself, he could not see the nobility of that call- 
ing; and felt secretly that his son was demeaning 
himself by pursuing the art of painting, "Had he 
been a soldier, now," thought Thomas Newcome 
" (though I prevented that), had he been richer than 
be is, he might have married Ethel, instead of being 
nnhappy as he now is, Glod help him I I remember 
my own time of grief well enough, and what years it 
took before my wound was scarred over." 

So, with these things occupying his brain, Thomas 
Newcome artfully invited Barnes, his nephew, to din- 
ner, under pretence of talking of the affairs of the 
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great B. B. G. TVlth the first glass of wine at dessert, 
and according to the Colonel's good old-^ishioned cus- 
tom of proposing toasts, they drank the health of the 
B. B. G. Barnes drank the toast with all his generous 
heart. The B. B. C. sent to Hobson Brothers & New. 
come a great deal of business, was in a most prosper* 
ous condition, kept a great balance at the bank, -* a 
balance that would not be overdrawn, as Sir Barnes 
Newcome very well knew. Barnes was for having 
more of these bills, provided there werS remittances 
to meet the same. Barnes was ready to do any amount 
of business with the Indian bank, or with any bank, 
or with any individual. Christian or heathen, white or 
black, who could do good to the firm of Hobson 
Brothers & Newcome. He spoke upon this subject 
with great archness and candor : of course as a City 
man he would be glad to do a profitable business any« 
where, and the R B. C's business tacu profitable. 
But the interested motive, which he admitted frankly 
as a man of the world, did not prevent other sen- 
timents more agreeable. ''My dear Colonel,'' says 
Barnes, ''I am happy, most happy, to think that our 
house and our name should have been useful, as I 
know they have been, in the establishment of a con- 
cern in which one of our family is interested; one 
whom we all so sincerely respect and regard." And 
he touched his glass with his lips and blushed a little, 
as he bowed towards his uncle. He found himself 
making a little speech, indeed; and to do so before 
one single person seems rather odd. Had there been 
a large company present, Barnes would not have 
blushed at all, but have tossed off his glass, struck 
his waistcoat possibly, and looked straight in the face 
of his uncle as the chairman ; well, he did very likely 
believe that he respected and regarded the ColoneL 
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The Colonel said *^ '' Thank you, Barnes, with all 
my heart. It is always good for men to be friendsi 
much more for blood relations, as we are." 

'^ A relationship which honors me, I 'm sure I '' says 
Barnes, with a tone of infinite affability. Ton see he 
believed that Heaven had made him the Colonel's 
superior. 

<'And I am very glad," the elder went on, ''that 
you and my boy are good friends." 

'< Friends I of course. It would be unnatural if suoh 
near relatives were otherwise than good friends." 

'^ You have been hospitable to him, and Lady Clara 
very kind, and he wrote to me telling me of your 
kindness. Ahem ! this is tolerable claret. I wonder 
where Clive gets it ? " 

** Ton were speaking about that indigo. Colonel ! " 
here Barnes interposes. ^ Our house has done very 
little in that way to be sure ; but I suppose that our 
credit is about as good as Baines & Jolly's, and if—" 
but the Colonel is in a brown study. 

" Clive will have a good bit of money when I die," 
resumes Clive's father. 

<<Why, you are a hale man— upon my word, quite 
a young man, and may marry again, Colonel," replies, 
the nephew fascinatingly. 

<< I shall never do that," replies the other. " Ere 
many years are gone, I shall be seventy years old, 
Barnes." 

"Nothing in this country, my dear sir I positively 
nothing. Why, there was Titus, my neighbor in the 
country — when will you come down to Kewcome? 
— who married a devilish pretty girl, of very good 
&mily, too, Miss Burgeon, one of the Devonshire 
Burgeons. He looks, I am sure, twenty years older 
than you do. Why should not you do likewise ? " 
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'^ Because I like to remain single, and want to leave 
Olive a ricli man. Look here, Barnes, you know the 
value of our bank shares now ? " 

'^Indeed I do; rather speculative; but of course I 
know what some sold for last week/' says Barnes* 

^' Suppose I realize now. I think I am worth six 
lakhs. I had nearly two from my poor father. I 
saved some before and since I invested in this affair ; 
and could sell out to-morrow with sixty thousand 
pounds." 

"A very pretty sum of money, Colonel/' says 
Barnes. 

*' I have a pension of a thousand a year." 

^ My dear Colonel, you are a capitalist I we know it 
very well/* remarks Sir Barnes. 

'< And two hundred a year is as much as I want for 
myself," continues the capitalist, looking into the fire, 
and jingling his money in his pockets. ^' A hundred 
a year for a horse; a hundred a year for pocket- 
money, for I calculate, you know, that Clive will give 
me a bedroom and my dinner." 

"He — he I If your son won't, your nepJtew will, 
my dear Colonel I " says the afEable Barnes, smiling 
sweetly. 

"I can give the boy a handsome allowance, you 
see," resumes Thomas Newcome. 

"Tou can make hinra handsome allowance now, 
and leave him a good fortune when you die I " says the 
nephew, in a noble and courageous manner, — and as if 
he said Twelve times twelve are a hundred and forty- 
four and you have Sir Barnes Newcome's authority — 
Sir Barnes Newcome's, mind you — to say so. 

"Not when I die, Barnes," the uncle goes on. "I 
will give him every shilling I am worth to-morrow 
morning, if he marries as I wish him." 



THE NEWCOMEa 



u 



X poor lui!" cries the nephew; and 
) lumself, " Lady Clara must ask Clive to 
dinner instantly. Confound the fellow 1 I hate him 
— always have ; but what luck he haa." 

"A man with that property may pretend to a good 
wife, as the French say : hey, Barnes ? " asks the 
Colonel, rather eagerly, looking up in hia nephew's 
face. 

That countenance was lighted up with a generous 
enthusiasm. "To any woman, in any rank — to a 
nobleman's daughter, my dear sir I " exclaims Sir 
Barnes. 

" 1 want your sister ; I want my dear Ethel for 
him, Barnes," cries Thomas 2fewcome, with a trem- 
bling voice, and a twinkle in his eyes. "That was 
the hope I always had till my talk with your poor 
father stopped it. Your sister was engaged to my 
Lord Kew then ; and my wishes of eonrse were im- 
possible. The poor boy is very much cut up, and hia 
whole heart is bent ni>on possessing her. She is not, 
she can't be, indifferent to him. I am sure she would 
not be, if her family in the least encouraged bim, 
Can either of these young folks have a better chance 
of happiness again offered to them in life. There 's 
youth, there's mutual liking, there's wealth for them 
almost — only saddled with the incumbrance of an 
old dragoon, who won't be much in their way. Give 
ua your good word, Barnes, and let them come together ; 
and upon my word the rest of my days will be made 
happy if I can eat my meal at their table." 

Whilst the poor Colonel was making his appeal 
Barnes had time to collect hia answer ; which, since 
in our character of historians we take leave to explain 
gentlemen's motives as well as record their speeches 
and actions, we may thus interpret. " Confound the 
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young beggar I '' thinks Barnes then. '^ He will have 
three or four thousand a year^ will he ? Hang him, 
but it's a good sum of money. What a fool his 
father is to give it away ! Is he joking ? No, he 
was always half crazy— -the Colonel Highgate 
seemed uncommonly sweet on her, and was always 
hanging about our house. Farintosh has not been 
brought to book yet; and perhaps neither of them 
will propose for her. My grandmother, I should 
think, won't hear of her making a low marriage, as 
this certainly is : but it 's a pity to throw away four 
thousand a year, ain't it ? " All these natural calcu- 
lations passed briskly through Barnes Newcome's 
mind, as his uncle, from the opposite side of the fire- 
place, implored him in the above little speech. 

<^My dear Colonel," said Barnes, ''my dear, kind 
Colonel I I need n't tell you that your proposal flat- 
ters us, as much as your extraordinary generosity sur- 
prises me. I never heard anything like it — never. 
Could I consult my own wishes, I would at once -*- 
I would, permit me to say, from sheer admiration of 
your noble character, say yes, with all my heart, to 
your proposal But, alas, I have n't that power." 

" Is — is she engaged ? " asks the Colonel, looking 
as blank and sad as Clive himself when Ethel had 
conversed with him. 

''No — I cannot say engaged — though a person of 
the very highest rank has paid her the most marked 
attention. But my sister has, in a way, gone from our 
family, and from my influence as the head of it — an 
influence which I, I am sure, had most gladly exercised 
in your favor. My grandmother. Lady Kew, has 
adopted her ; purposes, I believe, to leave, Ethel the 
gpreater part of her fortune, upon certain conditions ; 
and, of course, expects the— > the obedience, and so 
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forth, which ia customary in such cases. By the 
way, Colonel, is our young ioupirant aware that 
papa is pleading his cause for him?^ 

The Colonel said no ; and Barnes lauded the oao- 
tion which his uncle had displayed. It was quite as 
well for the young man's interests (which 8ir Barnes 
had most tenderly at heart) that Olive Newoome 
should not himself move in the affair, or present him- 
self to Lady Kew. Barnes would take the matter in 
hand at the proper season ; the Colonel might be sure 
it would be most eagerly, most ardently pressed. 
Clive came home at this juncture, whom Barnes sa- 
luted affectionately. He and the Colonel had talked 
oyer . their money business ; their conversation had 
been most satisfactory, thank you. ^'Has it not, 
Colonel ? " The three parted the very best of 
friends. 

As Barnes Newcome professed that extreme interest 
for his cousin and uncle, it is odd he did not tell 
them that Lady Kew and Miss Ethel Newcome were 
at that moment within a mile of them, at her ladyship's 
house in Queen Street, May Fair. In the hearing of 
Clive's servant, Barnes did not order his brougham to 
drive to Queen Street, but waited until he was in Bond 
Street before he gave the order. 

And, of course, when he entered Lady Kew's house, 
he straightway asked for his sister, and communicated 
to her the generous offer which the good Colonel had 
made! 

You see Lady Kew was in town, and not in town. 
Her ladyship was but passing through, on her way from 
a tour of visits in the North, to another tour of visits 
somewhere else. The newspapers were not even off the 
blinds. The proprietor of the house cowered over a 
bed-candle and a furtive teapot in the back drawing' 
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room. Lady Kew's gens were not here. The tall 
canaiy ones with white polls only showed their plu- 
mage and sang in spring. The solitary wretch who 
takes charge of London houses, and the two servants 
specially affected to Lady Kew's person, were the only 
people in attendance. Li fact her ladyship was not in 
town. And that is why no doubt Barnes Newcome 
said nothing about her being there. 



CHAPTEE n. 

FAMILY 8B0BETS. 

The figure cowering over the fartive teapot gl9wered 
grimly at Barnes as he entered; and an old voice 
said — " Ho, it 's you I " 

^' I have brought you the notes, Ma'am," says 
Barnes, taking a packet of those documents from his 
pocket-book. ** I could not come sooner, I have been 
engaged upon bank business until now." 

" I dare say 1 You smell of smoke like a courier." 

*' A foreign capitalist : he would smoke. They will, 
Ma'am. / did n't smoke, upon my word." 

" I don't see why you should n't if you like it You 
will never get anything out of me whether you do 
or don't. How is Clara ? Is she gone to the coun- 
try with the children ? Newcome is the best place 
for her." 

<< Doctor Bambury thinks she can move in a fort- 
night. The boy has had a little — " 

<< A little fiddlestick I I tell you it is she who likes 
to stay, and makes that fool, Bambury, advise her not 
going away. I tell you to send her to Newcome, the 
air is good for her." 

" By that confounded smoky town, my dear Lady 
Kew?" 

^'And invite your mother and little brothers and 
sisters to stay Christmas there. The way in which 
you neglect tiiem is shameful, it is, Barnes." 
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miliated myself so before her. She will never for- 
give that blow." 

^'I was mad when I did it; and she drove me mad," 
says Barnes. '^ She has the temper of a fiend, and the 
ingenuity of the deviL In two years an entire change 
has come over her. If I had used a knife to her I 
should not have been surprised. But it is not with 
you to reproach me about Clara. Your ladyship 
found her for me." 

" And you spoiled her after she was found, sir. She 
told me part of her story that night she came to me- 
I know it is true, Barnes. You have treated her 
dreadfully, sir." 

'^I know that she makes my life miserable, and 
there is no help for it," says Barnes, grinding a curse 
between his teeth. " Well, well, no more about this. 
How is Ethel ? Gone to sleep after her journey ? 
What do you think. Ma'am, I have brought for her ? 
A proposal." 

" Bon Dieu I You don't mean to say Charles Bel- 
size was in earnest ! " cries the dowager. '^ I always 
thought it was a — " 

'' It is not from Lord Highgate, Ma'am," Sir Barnes 
said, gloomily. '^ It is some time since I have known 
that he was not in earnest ; and he knows that I am 
now." 

" Gracious goodness I come to blows with him, too ? 
You have not ? That would be the very thing to 
make the world talk," says the dowager, with some 
anxiety. 

"No," answers Barnes. "He knows well enough 
that there can be no open rupture. We had some 
words the other day at a dinner he gave at his own 
house ; Colonel Newcome, and that young beggar, 
Clive, and that fool, Mr. Hobson, were there. Lord 

VOL. XV. — 2 
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Highgate was oonfoundedly insolent He told me 

^ that I did not dare to quarrel with him because of 

the account he kept at our house. I should like to 
have massacred him ! She has told him that I struck 
her, — the insolent brute ! — he says he will tell it at 

I mv clubs ; and threatens personal violence to me^ there, 

if I do it again. Lady Kew, I 'm not safe from that 
man and that woman," cries poor Barnes, in an agony 
of terror. 

^ Fighting is Jack Belsize's business, Barnes New- 
come; banking is youis, luckily/' said the dowager. 
" As old Lord Highgate was to die, and his eldest son 

' toOj it is a pity, certainly, they had not died a year or 

two earlier, and left ^poov Cls^a and Charles to come 
together. You should have married some woman in 

, the serious way ; my daughter Walham could have 

found you one. Frank, I am told, and his wife go 
on very sweetiy together ; her mother-in-law governs 

the whole fainilv. Thev have turned the theatre back 

■ * • 

into a chapel again : they have six little ploughboys 
dresseil in surplices to sing the service; and Frank 
and the Vioar of Kewbury play at cricket with them 
on holidays. Stay, why should not Clara go to 
Kewburv ? " 

'• She and her sister have quarrelled about this very 
aff;ur with Lortl Highgiite. Some time ago it appears 
thev had wonis about it, and when I told Kew that 
bygones had Ivst be bygones, that Highgate was very 
sweet ujH^n Ethel now, and that I did not choose to 
lose si:oh a cv\h1 aeoouut as his, Kew \i-as verv inso- 
lent to me: his conduct was blaokguarvily. Ma'am, 
quite blackguarxilv, and you may be suw but for our 
relationship I would haw oalUnl him to — " 

Hen^ the talk between Ixirnes and his aucesii^ss was 
int*xrupt<?d by the api^^aronce of Miss Ethel New- 
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come, taper in hand, who descended from the upper 
regions enveloped in a shawl. 

" How do you do, Barnes ? How is Clara ? I long 
to see my little nephew. Is he like his pretty papa ? " 
cries the young lady, giviii^ her fair cheek to her 
brother. 

"Scotland has agreed with our Newcome rose," 
says Barnes, gallantly. " My dear Ethel, I never saw 
you in greater beauty." 

" By the light of one bedroom candle I what should 
I be if the whole room were lighted ? You would 
see my face then was covered all over with wrinkles, 
and quite pale and woe-begone, with the dreariness of 
the Scotch journey. Oh, what a time we have spent I 
have n't we. Grandmamma ? I never wish to go to a 
great castle again ; above all, I never wish to go to 
a little shooting-box. Scotland may be very well for 
men ; but for women — allow me to go to Paris when 
next there is talk of a Scotch expedition. I had 
rather be in a boarding-school in the Champs Elys^es 
than in the finest castle in the Highlands. If it had 
not been for a blessed quarrel with Fanny Follington, 
I think I should have died at Qlen Shorthorn. Have 
you seen my dear, dear uncle, the Colonel ? When 
did he arrive?" 

" Is he come ? Why is he come ? " asks Lady 
Kew. 

" Is he come ? Look here. Grandmamma I did you 
ever see such a darling shawl ! I found it in a packet 
in my room." 

"Well, it is beautiful," cries the dowager, bending 
her ancient nose over the web. " Your Colonel is a 
gallant homme. That must be said of him ; and in 
this does not quite take after the rest of the family. 
Hum ! hum I Is he going away again soon ? " 
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^He has made a fortune^ a very considerable 
fortnne for a man in that rank in life,'' says Sir 
Barnes. ^ He cannot have less than sixty thoosand 
pounds.^ 

" Is that much ? ^ asks EtheL 

''Not in England, at our rate of interest; but his 
money is in India, where he gets a great i)ercentage. 
His income must be five or six thousand pounds^ 
Ma'am," says Barnes, turning to Lady Kew. 

" A few of the Indians were in society in my time, 
my dear/' says Lady Kew, musingly. "My &ther 
has often talked to me about Barwell of Stanstead, 
and his house in St. James's Square ; the man who 
ordered ' more curricles ' when there were not carriages 
enough for his guests. I was taken to Mr. Hastings's 
triaL It was very stupid and long. The young man, 
the painter, I suppose will leave his paint-pots now, 
and set up as a gentleman. I suppose they were 
very poor, or his father would not have put him to 
such a profession. Barnes, why did you not make 
him a clerk in the bank, and save him from the 
humiliation ? " 

-Humiliation! why, he is proud of it My uncle 
is as proud as a Plantagenet; though he is as 
humble a^ — as what ? Give me a simile, Barnes. 
Do you know what my quarrel with Fanny Follington 
was aK>ut? She said we were not descended from 
the barl^r-svjgeon, and laughed at the Battle of 
Bosworth. She says our gn^at-grandfather was a 
weaver. Was he a weaver ? '• 

'• How <boiild I know ? and what on earth does it 
matter, my child ? Except the Gaunts, the Howards, 
and one or two more, ther^ is scaiwly any gvvHi blood 
in Encland, You are lucky in sharing some of mine. 
My poor Lord Kew's grandfather was an apothecary 
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at Hampton Court, and founded the &mily by giving 
a dose of rhubarb to Queen Caroline. As a rule, 
nobody is of a good family. Did n't that young man, 
that son of the Colonel's, go about last year ! How 
did he get in society ? Where did we meet him ? 
Oh ! at Baden, yes ; when Barnes was courting, and 
my grandson — yes, my grandson — acted so wick- 
edly." Here she began to cough, and to tremble so, 
that her old stick shook under her hand. ^' Eing the 
bell for Boss. Boss, I will go to bed. Gk) you too, 
EtheL You have been travelling enough to-day." 

'^Her memory seems to fail her a little," Ethel 
whispered to her brother; "orshe will only remember 
what she wishes. Don't you see that she has grown 
very much older ? " 

^< I will be with her in the morning. I have busi- 
ness with her," said Barnes. 

^< Grood-night. Give my love to Clara, and kiss the 
little ones for me. Have you done what you prom> 
ised me, Barnes ? " 

" What ? " 

"To be — to be kind to Clara. Don't say cruel 
things to her. She has a high spirit, and she feels 
them, though she says nothing." 

" Does fit she ? " said Barnes, grimly. 

"Ah, Barnes, be gentle with her. Seldom as I saw 
you together, when I lived with you in the spring, I 
could see that you were harsh, though she affected to 
laugh when she spoke of your conduct to her. Be 
kind. I am sure it is the best, Barnes ; better than 
all the wit in the world. Look at grandmamma, how 
witty she was and is; what a reputation she had, 
how people were afraid of her; and see her now— - 
quite alone." 

" 1 11 see her in the morning quite alone, my dear/' 
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says Barnes, waving a little gloved hand. ^By- 
by!" and his brougham drove away. While Ethel 
Xewcome had been under her brother's roof, where 
I and friend Glive, and scores of others had been 
smartly entertained, there had been quarrels and re- 
criminations, misery and heart-burning, cruel words 
and shameful struggles, the wretched combatants in 
which appeared before the world with smiling faceSy 
resuming their battle when the feast was concluded 
and the company gone. 

On the next morning, when Barnes came to visit 
his grandmother. Miss Newcome was gone away to 
see her sister-in-law. Lady Kew said, with whom she 
was going to pass the morning ; so Barnes and Lady 
Kew had an uninterrupted tete-a-tete, in which the 
former acquainted the old lady with the proposal 
which Colonel Newcome had made to him on the 
previous night. 

Lady Kew wondered what the impudence of the 
world would come to. An artist propose for Ethel I 
One of her footmen might propose next, and she sup- 
posed Barnes would bring the message. " The father 
came and proposed for this young painter, and you 
did n't order him out of the room I " 

Barnes laughed. " The Colonel is one of my con- 
stituents. I can't afford to order one of the Bundle- 
cund Banking Company out of its own room." 

"You did not tell Ethel this pretty news, I 
suppose ? " 

« Of course I did n't tell Ethel. Nor did I tell the 
Colonel that Ethel was in London. lie fancies her 
in Scotland with your ladyship at this moment." 

" I wish the Colonel were at Calcuittn, and his son 
with him. I wish he was in the (iangos, I wish he 
was under Juggernaut's car," cried the old lady. 
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^How much money has the wretch reaUy got? If 
he is of importance to the bank, of coarse jou must 
keep well with him. Five thousand a year, and he 
says he will settle it all on his son ? He must be 
crazy. There is nothing some of these people will 
not do, no sacrifice they will not make, to ally themr 
selves with good families. Certainly you must re- 
main on good terms with him and his bank. And we 
must say nothing of the business to Ethel, and trot 
out of town as quickly as we can. Let me see. We 
go to Drummington on Saturday. This is Tuesday. 
Barkins, you will keep the front drawing-room shut- 
ters shut, and remember we are not in town, unless 
Lady Gleoiliyat or Lord Farintosh should call." 

" Do you think Farintosh will — will call, Ma'am ? '* 
asked Sir Barnes demurely. 

^ He will be going through to Kewmarket. He has 
been where we have been at two or three places in 
Scotland," replies the lady, with equal gravity. " His 
poor mother wishes him to give up his bachelor's life 
— as well she may — for you young men are terribly 
dissipated. Bossmont is quite a regal place. His 
Norfolk house is not inferior. A young man of that 
station ought to marry, and live at his places, and be 
an example to his people, instead of frittering away 
his time at Paris and Vienna amongst the most odious 
company." 

'< Is he going to Drummington ? " asks the grand- 
son. 

^'I believe he has been invited. We shall go to 
Paris for November, he probably will be there," 
answered the dowager casually; ''and tired of the 
dissipated life he has been leading, let us hope he will 
mend his ways, and find a virtuous, well-bred young 
woman to keep him right." With this her ladyship's 
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apothecary is annoonced^ and her banker and grand- 
son takes his leave. 

Sir Barnes walked into the City with his umbrella^ 
read his letters^ conferred with his partners and con- 
fidential clerks ; was for a while not the exasperated 
husband, or the affectionate brother, or the amiable 
grandson, but the shrewd, brisk banker, engaged en- 
tirely with his business. Presently he had occasion 
to go on 'Change, or elsewhere, to confer with brother 
capitalists, and in Comhill behold he meets his uncle;. 
Colonel Newcome, riding towards the India Housei 
a groom behind him. 

The Colonel springs off his horse, and Barnes greets 
him in the blandest manner. '^ Have you any news 
for me, Barnes ? " cries the officer. 

" The accounts from Calcutta are remarkably good. 
That cotton is of admirable quality really. Mr. 
Briggs of our house, who knows cotton as well as 
any man in England, says — " 

" It 's not the cotton, my dear Sir Barnes," cries the 
other. 

" The bills are perfectly good ; there is no sort of 
difficulty about them. Our house will take half a 
million of 'em, if — " 

^'You are talking of bills, and I am thinking of 
poor Clive," the Colonel interposes. "I wish you 
could give me good news for him, Barnes." 

" I wish I could. I heartily trust that I may some 
day. My good wishes you know are enlisted in your 
son's behalf," cries Barnes, gallantly. "Droll place 
to talk sentiment in — Conihill, is n't it ? But Ethel, 
as I told you, is in the hands of higher powers, and 
we must conciliate Lady Kew if we can. She has 
always spoken very highly of Clive; ver}\" 

" Had I not best go to her ? " asks the Colonel. 
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"Into the North, my good air? She is — ah — 
she is travelling about. I think you had best depend 
upon me. Good morning. In tlie City we have no 
hearts, you know, ColoneL Be sure you shall hear 
from me as soon as Lady Kew and Ethel come to 
town." 

And the banker hurried away, shaking bis finger- 
tips to his uncle, and leaving the good Colonel utterly 
surprised at his statements. For the fact is, the 
Colonel knew that Lady Kew was in London, having 
been apprised of the cireumstauce in the simplest 
manner in the world, namely, by a note from Miss 
Ethel, which billet he had in his pocket, whilst he 
was talking with the head of the house of Hobson 
Brothers. 

" My DE4R Uncle " (the note said) — " How glnd I ahall be 
to see you I How shall I thuuk you for the beautiful shawl, 
and the kind, kind remembmuce of me ? I fouud yuur pre- 
sent yesterday evening oa our arrivul from the North. We 
are ouly here enpaiaant, and see TitAodif in Queen Street bat 
Barnes, who had juat been about buHineas, and be does not 
count, you know. I shall go and Hee Clara to-mom>w, and 
make her Uke nie to Bee your pretty friend, Mn. Pendsiini*, 
How glad I should be if you happerud to pay Mrs. P. a visit 
about tteo. Oood-night. I thank you a thousaod timea, and 
am always your offeotionute — E. 

" QuEES Street. Tuesday night. Tieelve o'dork," 

This note came to Colonel Newcome's break&st- 
table, aud he smothered the exclamation of wonder 
which was rising to his lips, not choosing to provoke 
the questions of Olive, who sat opposite to him. 
Olive's father was in a woful perplexity all that fore- 
noon. "Tuesday night, twelve o'clock," thought he. 
*'Why, Barnes must have gone to his grandmother 
from my dinner-table ; and he told me she was out of 
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town, and said so again just now when we met in the 
City.'* (The Colonel was riding towards Kichmond 
at this time.) " What cause had the young man to 
tell me these lies ? Lady Kew may not wish to be at 
home for me, but need Barnes Newcome say what is 
untrue to mislead me? The fellow actually went 
away simpering, and kissing his hand to me, with a 
falsehood on his lips! What a pretty villain I A 
fellow would deserve, and has got, a horsewhipping 
for less. And to think of a Newcome doing this to 
his own flesh and blood ; a young Judas ! " Very sad 
and bewildered, the Colonel rode towards Richmond, 
where he was to happen to call on Mrs. Pendennis. 

It was not much of a fib that Barnes had told. 
Lady Kew announcing that she was out of town, her 
grandson no doubt thought himself justified in saying 
so, as any other of her servants would have done. 
But if he hiul recollected how Ethel came down with 
the Coloners shawl on her shoulders, how it was pos- 
sible she might have written to thank her uncle, 
surely Barnes Newcome would not have pulled that 
unlucky loug-lxnv. The Ixmker had other things to 
think of than Ethel and her shawl. 

AMien Thomas Nowoome dismounted at the door of 
HoneymiX>n Cottiige, Richmond, the temporary resi- 
dence of A. IVndoiniis, Esq., one of the handsomest 
young woiuon in England ran into the passage \iith 
outstretched anus, called him her dear old uncle, and 
gave him two kisses, that I ilare say brought blushes 
on his lean sunburnt cluH^ks. Ethel clung always to 
his affection. She wanted that man ratlier than any 
other in the whole world to think well of her. When 
she w;\s with him, she was the amiable and simple, 
the loving imjvtuous ori^ature of old times. She 
ohi\»e to think of no other. Worldliuess, heartless- 
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ness, eager scheming, cold flirtations, marquis-hunting 
and the like, disappeared for a while — and were not^ 
as she sat at that honest man's side. Oh me I that 
we should have to record such charges against Ethel 
Newcome ! 

''He was come home for good now? He would 
never leave that boj he spoiled so, who was a good 
boy, too ; she wished she could see him oftener. At 
Paris, at Madame de Florae's — I found out all about 
Madame de Florae, sir," says Miss Ethel, with a 
laugh — '' we used often to meet there ; and here, 
sometimes, in London. But in London it was differ- 
ent. You know what peculiar notions some people 
have ; and as I live with grandmamma, who is most 
kind to me and my brothers, of course I must obey 
her, and see her friends rather than my own. She 
likes going out into the world, and I am bound in 
duty to go with her," etc etc. Thus the young lady 
went on talking, defending herself whom nobody 
attacked, protesting her dislike to gayety and dissipar 
tion — you would have fancied her an artless young 
country lass, only longing to trip back to her village, 
milk her cows at sunrise, and sit spinning of winter 
evenings by the fire. 

"Why do you come and spoil my tite-h-tete with 
my uncle, Mr. Pendennis ? " cries the young lady to 
the master of the house, who happens to enter. '' Of 
all the men in the world the one I like best to talk 
to ! Does he not look younger than when he went 
to India? When Clive marries that pretty little 
Miss Mackenzie, you will marry again. Uncle, and I 
will be jealous of your wife." 

'' Did Barnes tell you that we had met last night, 
my dear ? " asks the ColoneL 

'' Not one word. Tour shawl and your dear kind 
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note told me you were come. Why did not Baxnes 
tell us ? Why do you look so grave ? " 

^' He has not told hei that I was here, and would 
have me believe her absent," thought Newcome, as 
his countenance fell. "Shall I give her my own 
message, and plead my poor boy's cause with her ? " 
I know not whether he was about to lay his stiit be- 
fore her ; he said himself subsequently that his mind 
was not made up, but at this juncture, a procession 
of nurses and babies made their appearance, followed 
by the two mothers, who had been comparing their 
mutual prodigies (each lady having her own private 
opinion) — Lady Clara and my wife — the latter for 
once gracious to Lady Clara Newcome, in considera- 
tion of the infantine company with which she came 
to visit Mrs. Pendennis. 

Luncheon was served presently. The carriage of 
the Newcomes drove away, my wife smilingly par- 
doning Ethel for the assignation which the young 
person had made at our house. And when those 
ladies were gone, our good Colonel held a council of 
war with us his two friends, and told us what had 
happened between him and Barnes on that morning 
and the previous night. His offer to sacrifice every 
shilling of his fortune to young Clive seemed to him 
to be perfectly simple (though the recital of the cir- 
cumstances brought tears into my wife's eyes) — he 
mentioned it by the way, and as a matter that was 
scarcely to call for comment, much less praise. 

Barnes's extraordinary statements respecting Lady 
Kew's absence puzzled the elder Newcome ; and he 
spoke of his nephew's conduct with much indigna- 
tion. In vain I urged that her ladyship desiring to 
be considered absent from London, her grandson was 
bound to keep her secret. " Keep her secret, yes I 
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Tell me lies, no ! " cries out the Colonel. Sir Barnes's 
conduct vnB in fact indefensible, though not alto- 
gether unusual — the worst deduction to be drawn 
from it. in my opinion, was, that Ctive'a chance with 
the young lady was but a poor one, and that Sir 
Barnes Sewcome, inclined to keep his uncle in good 
homor, would therefore give him no disagreeable 
refusal. 

Kow this gentleman could no more pardon a lie 
than he could utter one. He would believe all and 
everything a man told him until deceived once, after 
which ho never forgave. And wrath being once 
roused in his simple mind and distrust firmly fixed 
there, his anger and prejudices gathered daily. Ha 
could see no single good quality in his opponent; 
and hated him with a dally increasing bitterness. 

As ill-luck would have it, that very same evening, 
at hia return to town, Thomas Neweome entered 
Baya's club, of which, at our request, he had become 
a member during his last visit to England, and there 
was Sir Barnes, as usual, on his way homewards from 
the City. Barnes was writing at a table, and sealing 
and closing a letter, as he saw the Colonel enter ; he 
thought he had been a little inattentive and curt with 
his uncle in the morning; hail remarked, perhaps, 
the expression of disapproval on the Colonel's coun- 
tenance, He simpered up to Ms uncle as the latter 
entered the club-room, and apologized for his haste 
when they met in the City in the morning — all City 
men were so busy 1 " And I have been writing about 
this little affair, just as you came in," be said; 
"(juite a moving letter to Lady Kew, T assure you, 
and I do hope and trust we shall have a favorable 
answer in a day or two." 

"You said ber ladyship was in the Northj I 
think ? '' said the Colonel, dryly. 
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'^Oh, yes — in the North, at — at Lord Wallsend's 
— great coal-proprietor, you know." 

" And your sister is with her ? " 

*' Ethel is always with her." 

"I hope you will send her my very best rememr 
brances," said the ColoneL 

" I '11 open the letter, and add 'em in a postscript,'* 
said Barnes. 

" Confounded liar I " cried the CJolonel, mentioning 
the circumstance to me afterwards, ^^why does not 
somebody pitch him out of the bow- window ? " 

If we were in the secret of Sir Barnes Newcome's 
correspondence, and could but peep into that particu- 
lar letter to his grandmother, I dare say we should 
read that he had seen the Colonel, who was very 
anxious about his darling youth's suit, but pursuant 
to Lady Kew's desire, Barnes had stoutly maintained 
that her ladyship was still in the North, enjoying the 
genial hospitality of Lord Wallsend. That of course 
he should say nothing to Ethel, except with Lady 
Kew's full permission : that he wished her a pleasant 
trip to , and was, etc. etc. 

Then if we could follow him, we might see him 
reach his Belgravian mansion, and fling an angry 
word to his wife as she sits alone in the darkling 
drawing-room, poring over the embers. He will ask 

her, probably with an oath, why the she is not 

dressed ? and if she always intends to keep her com- 
pany waiting? An hour hence, each with a smirk, 
and the lady in smart raiment, with flowers in her 
hair, will be greeting their guests as they arrive. 
Then will come dinner and such conversation as it 
brings. Then at night Sir Barnes will issue forth, 
cigar in mouth ; to return to his own chamber at his 
own hour ; to breakfast by himself ; to go City-wards, 
money-getting. He will see his children once a fort- 
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night, and exchange a dozen sharp words with his 
wife twice in that time. 

More and more sad does the Lady Clara become 
from day to day ; liking more to sit lonely over the 
fire ; careless about the sarcasms of her husband ; the 
prattle of her children. She cries sometimes over 
the cradle of the young heir. She is aweary, aweary. 
You understand the man to whom her parents sold 
her does not make her happy, though she has been 
bought with diamonds, two carriages, several large 
footmen, a fine country-house with delightful gardens 
and conservatories, lyid with all this she is miserable 
— is it possible ? 



CHAPTER in. 

IN WHICH KINSMEN FALL OUT. 

Not the least difficult part of Thomas Newcome's 
present business was to keep from his son all know- 
ledge of the negotiation in which he was engaged on 
Olive's behalf. If my gentle reader has had senti- 
mental disappointments, he or she is aware that the 
friends who have given him most sympathy under 
these calamities have been persons who have had 
dismal histories of their own at some time of their 
lives, and I conclude Colonel Newcome in his early 
days must have suffered very cruelly in that affair of 
which we have a slight cognizance, or he would not have 
felt so very much anxiety about Clive's condition. 

A few chapters back and we described the first 
attack, and Clivers manful cure ; then we had to indi- 
cate the young gentleman's relapse, and the noisy 
exclamations of the youth under this second outbreak 
of fever. Calling him back after she had dismissed 
him, and finding pretext after pretext to see him, — 
why did the girl encourage him, as she certainly did ? 
I allow, with Mrs. Grundy and most moralists, that 
Miss Newcorae's conduct in this matter was highly 
reprehensible; that if she did not intend to marry 
Clive she should have broken with him altogether; 
that a virtuous young woman of high principle, etc 
etc., having once determined to reject a suitor, should 
separate from him utterly then and there — never give 
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him again the least chance of a hope, or re-illnmine 
the extinguished fire in the wretch's bosom. 

But coquetry, but kindness, but family affection, and 
a strong, very strong partiality for the rejected lover — 
are these not to be taken in account, and to plead as 
excuses for her behavior to her cousin ? The least 
unworthy part of her conduct, some critics will say, 
was that desire to see Clive and be well with him: as 
she felt the greatest regard for him, the showing it 
was not blamable ; and every flutter which she made 
to escape out of the meshes which the world had cast 
about her, was but the natural effort at liberty. It 
was her prudence which was wrong ; and her submis- 
sion, wherein she was most culpable. In the early 
church story, do we not read how young martyrs con- 
stantly had to disobey worldly papas and mammas, 
who would have had them silent, and not utter their 
dangerous opinions? how their parents locked them 
up, kept them on bread and watei*, whipped and tor- 
tured them, in order to enforce obedience ? — never- 
theless they would declare the truth : they would 
defy the gods by law established, and deliver them- 
selves up to the lions or the tormentors. Are not 
there Heathen Idols enshrined among us still ? Does 
not the world worship them, and persecute those who 
refuse to kneel ? Do not many timid souls sacrifice 
to them ; and other bolder spirits rebel, and, with rage 
at their hearts, bend down their stubborn knees at 
their altars? See! I began by siding with Mrs. 
Orundy and the world, and at the next turn of the 
seesaw have lighted down on Ethel's side, and am 
disposed to think that the very best part of her con- 
duct has been those escapades which — which right- 
minded persons most justly condemn. At least that 
a young beauty should torture a man with alternate 
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liking and indifference ; allure, dismiss, and call ] 
back out of banishment ; practice arts-to-pleaee up( 
him, and ignore them when rebuked for her coquetp^ 
— these are surely occurrences so common in young 
women's history as to call for no special censure ; and, 
if on these charges Miss Newcome is guilty, ia she, of 
all her sex, alone in her criminality ? 

So Ethel and her duenna went away upon their tour 
of visits to mansions so splendid, and among hosts 
and guests so polite, that the present modest histo- 
rian does not dare to follow them. SufBee it to say 
that Duke This and Earl That were, according to 
their hospitable costom, entertaining a brilliant cir^ 
cle of friends at their respective castles, all whose 
names the " Morning Post " gave ; and among them 
those of the Dowager Countess of Kew and ! 
Newcome. 

During her absence Thomas Newcome griiiJ 
awaited the result of his application to Barna^ 
That Baionet showed his uncle a letter, or ratb 
a postscript^ from Lady Kew, which had probaU 
been dictated by Barnes himself, in which the dow; 
ger said she was greatly touched by Colonel Nei 
come's noble offer; that though she owned she 1 
very different views for her granddaughter, Mid 
Neweome's choice of course lay with herself. 
while, Lady K. and Etbel were engaged in a round 
visits to the country, and there would be plenQr ( 
time to resume this subject when they came to LoHJ 
don for the season. And, lest dear Ethel's feelinfl 
should be needlessly totaled by a discussion of t 
subject, and the Colonel should take a fancy to writf 
to her privately. Lady Kew gave orders that all lerf 
tets from London should be despatched under c 
to hei ladyship, and carefully examined the content! 
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of the packet before Ethel received her share of the 
correspondence. 

To write to her personally on the subject of the 
marriage, Thomas Kewcome had determined was not 
a proper course for him to pursue. " They consider 
themselves," says he, "above us, forsooth, in their 
rank of life, (Oh, mercy ! what pygmies we are ! and 
don't angels weep at the brief authority in which we 
dress ourselves up ! ) and of course the approaches on 
our side must be made in regular form, and the par- 
ents of the young people must act for them. Clive is 
too honorable a man to wish to conduct the affair in 
any other way. He might try the influence of his 
beatue yeux, and run o£E to Gretna with a girl who had 
nothing ; but the young lady being wealthy, and his 
relation, sir, we must be on the point of honor ; and 
all the Kews in Christendom sha'n't have more pride 
than we in this matter." 

All this time we are keeping Mr. Clive purposely in 
the background. His face is so woe-begone that we 
do not care to bring it forward in the family picture. 
His case is so common that surely its lugubrious 
symptoms need not be described at length. He works 
away fiercely at his pictures, and in spite of himself 
improves in his art. He sent a "Combat of Cav- 
alry," and a picture of " Sir Brian the Templar carry- 
ing off Rebecca," to the British Institution this year ; 
both of which pieces were praised in other journals 
besides the " Pall Mall Gazette." He did not care for 
the newspaper praises. He was rather surprised when 
a dealer purchased his " Sir Brian the Templar." He 
came and went from our house a melancholy swain. 
He was thankful for Laura's kindness and pity. 
J. J.'s studio was his principal resort; and I dare 
say, as he set up his own easel there, and worked by 
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his friend's side, he bemoaned his lot to his sympi^ 
thizing friend. 

Sir Barnes Newcomers &inily was absent from Lon- 
don during the winter. His mother, and his brothers 
and sisters, his wife and his two children, were gone 
to Xewcome for Christmas. Some six weeks after 
seeing him, Ethel wrote her uncle a kind, merry let- 
ter. They had been performing private theatricals 
at the country-house where she and Lady Kew 
were sta^^ing. '^ Captain Crackthorpe made an ad- 
mirable Jeremy Diddler in * Raising the Wind.* 
Lord Farintosh broke down lamentably as Fusbos 
in 'Bombastes Furioso.'" Miss Ethel had distin- 
guished herself in both of these facetious little come- 
dies. *' I should like Clive to paint me as Miss 
Plainways," she wrote. "I wore a powdered fronts 
painted my face all over wrinkles, imitated old 
Lady Griffin as well as I could, and looked sixty 
at least." 

Thomas Newcome wrote an answer to his &dr 
niece's pleasant letter: "Clive," he said, "would be 
happy to bargain to paint her, and nobody else but 
her, all the days of his life; and" the Colonel was 
sure " would admire her at sixty as much as he did 
now, when she was forty years yoimger." 

But, determined on maintaining his appointed line 
of conduct respecting Miss Newcome, he carried his 
letter to Sir Barnes, and desired him to forward it to 
his sister. Sir Barnes took the note, and promised to 
despatx^h it. The communications between him and 
his unole had been very brief and cold, since the tell- 
ing of those little fibs concerning old Lady Kew*8 
^-isits to London, which the Baronet dismissed from 
his mind as soon as they were si>oken, and which the 
good Colonel never could forgive. Barnes asked his 
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xmcTe to dinner once or twice, but the Colonel was en- 
gaged. How was Barnes to know the reason of the 
elder's refusal? A London man, a banker and a 
member of Parliament, has a thousand things to 
think of; and no time to wonder that friends re- 
fuse his invitations to dinner. Barnes continued to 
grin and smile most affectionately when he met the 
Colonel; to press his hand, to congratulate him on 
the last accounts from India, unconscious of the 
scorn and distrust with which his senior mentally 
regarded him. '^ Old boy is doubtful about the young 
cub's love-affair," the Baronet may have thought. 
"We'll ease his old mind on that point some time 
hence." No doubt Barnes thought he was conducting 
the business very smartly and diplomatically. 

I heard myself news at this period from the gallant 
Crackthorpe, which, being interested in my young 
friend's happiness, filled me with some dismay. 
"Our friend the painter and glazier has been haii- 
kering about our barracks at Knightsbridge " (the 
noble Life Ouards Green had now pitched their tents 
in that suburb) "and pumping me about la belle 
cauBtne. I don't like to break it to him — I don't 
really, now. But it 's all up with his chance, I think. 
Those private theatricals at Fallowfield have done 
Earintosh's business. He used to rave about the 
Newcome to me, as we were riding home from hunt- 
ing. He gave Bob Henchman the lie, who told a 
story which Bob got from his man, who had it from 
Miss Kewcome's lady's-maid, about — about some 
journey to Brighton, which the cousins took." Here 
Mr. Crackthorpe grinned most facetiously, "Farin- 
tosh swore he'd knock Henchman down; and vows 
he will be the death of— will murder our friend 
Clive when he comes to town. As for Henchman, he 
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was in a desperate way. He lived on the Marquis, 
you know, and Farintosh's anger or his marriage will 
be the loss of free quarters, and ever so many good 
dinners a year to him." I did not deem it necessary 
to impart Crackthorpe's story to Clive, or explain to 
him the reason why Lord Farintosh scowled most 
fiercely upon the young painter, and passed him with- 
out any other sign of recognition one day as Clive 
and I were walking together in Pall Mall. If my 
lord wanted a quarrel, young Clive was not a man 
to balk him, and would have been a very fierce cus- 
tomer to deal with, in his actual state of mind. 

A pauper child in London at seven years old knows 
how to go to market, to fetch the beer, to pawn father's 
coat, to choose the largest fried fish or the nicest 
ham-bone, to nurse Mary Jane of three, — to conduct a 
hundred operations of trade or housekeeping, which a 
little Belgravian does not perhaps acquire in all the 
days of her life. Poverty and necessity force this 
precociousness on the poor little brat. There are 
children who are accomplished shop-lifters and liars 
almost as soon as they can toddle and speak. I dare 
say little Princes know the laws of etiquette as re- 
gards themselves, and the respect due to their rank at 
a very early period of their royal existence. Every 
one of us, according to his degree, can point to the 
l*rincekins of private life who are flattered and wor- 
shipped, and whose little shoes grown men kiss as 
soon almost as they walk upon ground. 

It is a wonder what human nature will support: 
and that, considering the amount of flattery some peo- 
ple are crammed with from their cradles, they do not 
grow worse and more selfish than they are. Our poor 
little pauper just mentioned is dosed with Daffy's 
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Elixir, and somehow survives the drug. Princekin 
or lordkin from his earliest days has nurses, depen- 
dants, governesses, little friends, schoolfellows, school- 
masters, fellow-eollegians, college tutors, stewards and 
valets, led-captaiu3 of his suite, and women innu- 
merable flattering him and doing him honor. The 
tradesman's manner, which to you and me is decently 
respectful, becomes straightway frantically servile 
before Princejtin. Folks at railway stations whisper 
to their families, "That's the Marquis of Farintosh," 
and look hard at him as he passes. Landlords cry, 
"This way, my lord; this room for your lordship." 
They aay at public scliools Princekin is taught Uie 
beauties o£ equality, and thrashed into some kind of 
subordination. Psha! Toad-eaters in pinafores sur- 
round Princekin. Do not respectable people send 
their children so as to be at the same school with 
him; don't they follow him to college, and eat his 
toads through life ? 

And as for women — my dear friendB and breth- 
ren in this vale of tears — did you ever see an3iiiing 
so curious, monstrous and amazing as the way in 
which women court Princekin when he is marriago- 
aWe, and pursue him with their daughters ? Who 
was the British nobleman iu old old days who brought 
his three daughters to the King of Mercia, that his 
Majesty might choose one after inspeetiou ? Mercia 
was but a petty province, and its king in fact a 
Princekin. Ever since those extremely ancient and 
venerable times the custom exists not only in Mercia, 
but in all the rest of the provinces inhabited by the 
Angles, and before Princekins the daughters of our 
nobles are trotted out. 

There was no day of his life which our young 
acquaintance, the Marquis of Farintosh, could re- 
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member on which he had not been flattered ; and no 
society which did not pay him court. At a private 
school he could recollect the master's wife stroking 
his pretty cui'ls and treating him furtively to goodies ; 
at college he had the tutor simpering and bowing as 
he swaggered over the grass-plat ; old men at clubs 
would make way for him and fawn on him — not 
your mere pujue aasiettes and x>enniless parasites, 
but most respectable toad-eaters, fathers of honest 
families, gentlemen themselves of good station, who 
respected this young gentleman as one of the institu- 
tions of their country, and admired the wisdom of 
the nation that set him to legislate over us. When 
Lord Farintosh walked the streets at night, he felt 
himself like Haroun Alraschid (that is, he would 
have felt so had he ever heard of the Arabian poten- 
tate) — a monarch in disguise affably observing and 
promenading the city. And let us be sure there was 
a Mesrour in his train to knock at the doors for him 
and run the errands of this young caliph. Of course 
he met with scores of men in life who neither flat- 
tered him nor would suffer his airs ; but he did not 
like the company of such, or for the sake of truth to 
undf?rgo the ordeal of being laughed at ; he preferred 
toadies, generally speaking. *'I like," says he, "you 
know, those fellows who are always saying pleasant 
things, you know, and who would run from here to 
Hammersmith if I asked 'em — much better than 
thos^ fellows who are always making fun of me, you 
know." A man of his station who likes flatterers 
nefr'i not shut himself up; he can get plenty of 
sooifrty. 

Aj for women, it was his lonlship's opinion that 
^rerj 'laughter of Evo was iHMit on nuurrying him. A 
fwj^jTiZL marquis, an English earl, of the best blood in 
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the empire, with a haodsome person, and a fortune 
of fifteen thousand a year, how could the poor creat- 
ures do otherwise than long for him ? He blandly 
received their caresses ; took their coaxing and cajo- 
lery as matters of course ; and surveyed the beauties 
of his time as the Caliph the moonfaces of his harem. 
My lord intended to marry certainly. He did not 
care for money, nor for rank; he expected consum- 
mate beauty and talent, and some day would fling his 
handkerchief to the possessor of these, and place her 
by his side upon the Farintosh throne. 

At this time there were but two or three young 
ladies in society endowed with the necessary qualifi- 
cations, or who found favor in his eyes. His lordship 
hesitated in his selection from these beauties. He 
was not in a hurry» he was not angry at the notion 
that Lady Kew (and Miss Newcome with her) hunted 
him. What else should they do but pursue an object 
so charming? Everybody hunted him. The o^er 
young ladies, whom we need not mention, languished 
after him still more longingly. He had little notes 
from these ; presents of purses worked by them, and 
cigar-cases embroidered with his coronet. They sang 
to him in cosy boudoirs — mamma went out of the 
room, and sister Ann forgot something in the draw- 
ing-room. They ogled him as they sang. Trembling 
they gave him a little foot to mount them, that they 
might ride on horseback with him. They tripped 
along by his side from the Hall to the pretty country 
church on Sundays. They warbled hymns, sweetly 
looking at him the while mamma whispered confiden- 
tially to him, " What an angel Cecilia is ! " And so 
forth, and so forth — with which chaff our noble bird 
was by no means to be caught. When he had made 
up his great mind, that the time was come and the 
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woman, he was ready to give a Haichioness of Farin- 
tosh to the English nation. 

Miss Newcome has been compared ere this to the 
statue of '' Huntress Diana" at the Louvre, whose 
haughty figure and beauty the young lady indeed 
somewhat resembled. I was not present when Diana 
and Diana's grandmother hunted the noble Scottish 
stag of whom we have just been writing ; nor care to 
know how many times Lord Farintosh escaped, and 
how at last he was brought to bay and taken by his 
resolute pursuers. Paris, it appears, was the scene 
of his fall and capture. The news was no doubt well 
known amongst Lord Farintosh's brother dandies, 
among exasperated matrons and virgins in May Fair, 
and in polite society generally, before it came to 
simple Tom Newcome and his son. Not a word on 
the subject had Sir Barnes mentioned to the Colonel : 
perhaps not choosing to speak till the intelligence 
was authenticated; perhaps not wishing to be the 
bearer of tidings so painful. 

Though the Colonel may have read in his "Pall 
Mall Gazette '* a paragraph which announced an ap- 
proaching MARRIAGE IN HIGH LIFE, "bctwecn a UOblo 

young marquis and an accomplished and beautiful 
young lady, daughter and sister of a Northern baronet," 
he did not know who were the fashionable persons 
about to be made happy, nor, until he received a letter 
from an old friend who lived at Paris, was the fact 
conveyed to him. Here is the letter preserved by him 
along with all that he ever received from the same 
hand; — 

"RuK St. Dominique, St. Germain, Paris, 10 Fev. 
" So behold you of return, my friend 1 you quit forever the 
•word and llione arid plains where you have passed so many 
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yaws of your life, separated (roni those to whom, at the com- 
meucenieat, you held veiy nearly. Did it nnt seem once aa if 
two hiiailB never could unlock, so closely were they enlaced 
together ? Ah, mine ore old and feeble now ; forty years bare 
passed since the lime when you used to say they were yonng 
and fair. How well I rememhermeof every one of those days, 
thou);h there is a death between me and them, and it is as 
across a grave I review them. Yet another parting, and tears 
and regrets are finished. Tetux, I do not believe them when 
they say there is no meeting for ua afterwards, there above. 
To what good to have vecn you, friend, if we are to part here, 
and in heaven too 1 I have not altogether forgotten your 
language, is it not so ? I remember it because it woa youfs, 
and that of my happy days. I raiioU like an oH woman aa I 
am. M. de Florae has known my history from the commence- 
ment. May I not say that after so man; of years I have been 
faithful to him and to all my promises 1 When the end 
comes with its great absolution, I ahall not he sorry. One 
supports the combats of life, but they are long, and one comea 
trom ihem veiy wounded; ah, when shall they be over) 

" You return and I salute you with wishes for parting. 
How much egotisml I have another project which I please 
mytelf to arrange. You know how I am arrived to love Clivo 
aa my own child. I very quick snrprised his secret, the poor 
boy, when he waa here it ia twenty months. He looked so 
like you as I repeal me of you in the old time! He told me 
he had no hope of his beautiful cousin. I have heard of the 
fine marriage that one makes her. Paul, my son has been at 
the English Ambasaode last night and has made his congratula- 
tiona to M. de Farintosh. Paul says him handsome, young, 
not too spiritual, rich, and haughty, like all noble Montagnards, 

" Bnt it is not of M. de Farintosh I write, whose marriage, 
without doubt, has been announced to yoti. I hnve a little 
project, very foolish, perhaps. You know Mr. the Duke of 
IvTy has left me guoniian of his little daughter Antoinett*, 
whose affrfiue mother no one sees more. Antoinette is pretty 
and good, and foft, and witli an affectionate heart. I love her 
already aa my infant. I wish to bring her up, and that Clive 
ihoold inarry her. They say you are returned very rich. What 
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follies are these I write ! In the long evenings of winter, the 
children escaped it is a long time from the maternal nest^ a 
silent old man my only company, — I live but of the past; and 
play with its souvenirs as the detained caress little birds, little 
flowers, in their prisons. I was bom for the happiness ; my 
God ! I have learned it in knowing you. In losing you I have 
lost it It is not against the will of Heaven I oppose myseli^ 
It is man, who makes himself so much of this evil and miseiyy 
this slavery, these tears, these crimes, perhaps. 

^ This marriage of the young Scotch maiquis and the fioir 
Ethel (I love her in spite of all, and shall see her soon and 
congratulate her, for, do you see, I might have stopped this 
fine marriage, and did my best and more than my duty for our 
poor Clive ?) shall make itself in London next spring, I hear. 
You shall assist scarcely at the ceremony; he, poor boy, shall 
not care to be there I Bring him to Paris to make the court 
to my little Antoinette : bring him to Paris to his good friend, 

"COHTXSSE DC FliORAa 

*' I read marvels of his works in an English journal, which 
one sends me." 

Clive was not by when this letter reached his 
father. Clive was in his painting-room, and lest he 
should meet his son, and in order to devise the best 
means of breaking the news to the lad, Thomas New- 
come retreated out of doors ; and from the Oriental he 
crossed Oxford Street, and from Oxford Street he 
stalked over the roomy pavements of Gloucester Place, 
and there he bethought him how he had neglected 
!Mrs. Hobson Newcome of late, and the interesting 
family of Bryanstone Square. So he went to leave 
his card at ^laria's door : her daughters, as we have 
said, are quite grown girls. If they have been lectured, 
and learning, and backboarded, and practising, and us- 
ing the glolK^s, and laying in a store of 'ologies, ever 
since, what a deal they must know ! Colonel Newcome 
was admitted to see his nieces, and Consummate Yirtuei 



THE NEWCOMES. 



45 



I 



their parent. Maria was charmed to see her b^othe^ 
in-law ; she greeted him with reproachful teu'lymess ; 
"Why, why," her fine eyes seemed to say, " have you 
BO long ueglected us ? Do you think because I am 
wise, and gifted, and good, and yon are, it must be con- 
fessed, a poor creature with no education, I am not 
also affable? Come, let the prodigal be welcomed 
by his virtuous relatives; come and lunch witli us, 
Colonel ! " He sat down accordingly to the family 
tiffin. 

When the meal was over, the mother, who had mat- 
ter of importance to impart to him, besought hira to go 
to the drawing-room, and there poured out such an 
eulogy upon her children's qualities as fond mothers 
know how to utter. They knew this and they knew 
that They were instructed by the most eminent pro- 
fessors ; " that wretched Frenchwoman, whom yot) 
may remember here, Mademoiselle Lenoir," Slaria re- 
marked parenthetically, " turned out oh frightfully 1 
She taught the girls the worst accent, it appears. Her 
father was not a colonel ; he was — Oh ! never mind I 
It is a mercy I got rid of that Jierulish woman, and be- 
fore my precious ones knew what she was 1 " and then 
followed details of the perfections of the two girls, 
with occasional side-shots at Lady Ann's family, just 
as in the old time. " '\Vhy don't you bring your boy, 
whom I have always loved as a son, and who avoids 
me ? Why does not Clive know his cousins ? They 
are very different from others of his kinswomen, who 
think bnt of the hewrtlest world." 

"I fear, Maria, there is too much truth in what you 
9*yi" sighs the Colonel, drumming on a book on the 
d»ving-room table, and looking down sees it is a 
great, large, square, gilt Peerage, open at Fabintosh, 
Makquis op. — Fergus Angus Malcolm Mungo Eoy, 
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Marquis of Farintosh, Earl of Glenlivat, in the peer- 
age of Scotland ; also Earl of Eossmont, in that of the 
United Kingdom. Son of Angus Fergus Malcolm, 
Earl of Gleiiliyat, and grandson and heir of ^lalcolm 
Mungo Angus, first Marquis of Farintosh, and twenty- 
fifth Earl, etc. etc. 

" You have heard the news regarding Ethel ?*' re- 
marks Mrs. Hobson. 

" I have just heard," says the poor Colonel 

"I have a letter from Ann this morning," Maria 
continues. "They are of course delighted with the 
match. Lord Farintosh is wealthy, handsome ; has 
been a little wild, I hear ; is not such a husband as I 
would choose for my darlings, but poor Brian's family 
have been educated to love the world ; and Ethel no 
doubt is flattered by the prospects before her. I have 
heard that some one else was a little ^pris in that 
quarter. How does Clive bear the news, my dear 
Colonel ? " 

"He has long expected it," says the Colonel, ris- 
ing : " and I left him very cheerful at breakfast this 
morning." 

" Send him to see us, the naughty boy ! " cries 
Maria. " We don't change ; we remember old times, 
to us he will ever be welcome ! " And with this con- 
firmation of Madame de Florae's news, Thomas New- 
come walked sadly homewards. 

And now Thomas Newcome had to break the news 
to his son ; who received the shot in such a way as 
caused his friends and confidants to admire his high 
spirit. He said he had long been expecting some 
such announcement : it was many months since Ethel 
had prepared him for it. Under her peculiar circum- 
stances he did not see how she could act otherwise 
than she had done. And he narrated to the Colonel 
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the substance of the tjonversation which the two youag 
people had had together several months before, in 
Madame de Florae's garden. 

Olive's father did not tell his son of his own boot- 
less negotiation with Barnes Newcome. There was 
no need to recall that now ; but the Colonel's wrath 
against his nephew exploded in conversation with 
me, who was the confidant of father and son in this 
business. Ever since that luckless day when Barnes 
thought proper to — to give a wrong address for Lady 
Kew, Thonias Newcome's auger had been growing. 
He smothered it yet for a while, sent a letter to Lady 
Ann Kewcome briefly congratulating her ou the choice 
which ho had heard Miss N'ewcome had made; and in 
acknowledgment of Madame de Florae's more senti- 
mental epistle he wrote a reply which has not been 
preserved, hut in which he bade her rebuke Miss New- 
come for not having answered him when be wrote to 
her, and not having acquainted her old uuole with her 
projected union. 

To this mess^e Ethel wrote back a brief hurried 
reply ; it said : — 

"I taw Mad&me ie Florae last night at her daughter's 
reception, and she gnve me my dear uncle's messBRea. Yes, 
ttu nt\Bi ia tnu whith you have heard from Madame de Floroc, 
and in Eryansione Square. I did not like to write it to you, 
because I know one whom I repird as a brother (and a great, 
great deal better), and to whom I know it will ([ive pain. He 
knows that I have done my dti(y, and ichy I have acted as I 
have (lone. God Mess him and his dear father. 

" What is this about a letter which I never answered ) 
Gnmdmauima knows nothing about a tetter. Mamma has 
enclosed to me tliat which you wrote to her, hut there has been 
BO Ittta- Irom T. N, to his sincere and affectionate — E. N. 

" Bob db Bivou. Friday." 
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This was too much, and the cnp of Thomas TTew- 
come's wrath overflowed. Barnes had lied about 
Ethel's visit to London; Barnes had lied in saying 
that he delivered the message with which his uncle 
charged him ; Barnes had lied about the letter which 
he had received, and never sent. With these accu- 
sations firmly proven in his mind against his nephew, 
the Colonel went down to confront that sinner. 

Wherever he should find Barnes, Thomas New- 
come was determined to tell him his mind. Should 
they meet on the steps of a church, on the flags of 
'Change, or in the newspaper-room at Bays's, at 
evening-paper time, when men most do congregate, 
Thomas the Colonel was determined upon exposing 
and chastising his father's grandson. With Ethel's 
letter in his pocket, he took his way into the City, 
penetrated into the unsuspecting back-parlor of 
Hobson's bank, and was disappointed at first at only 
finding his half-brother Hobson there engaged over 
his newspaper. The Colonel signified his wish to see 
Sir Barnes Newcome. " Sir Barnes was not come in 
yet. You 've heard about the marriage ? " says 
Hobson. "Great news for the Barnes's ain't it? 
The head of the house is as proud as a peacock about 
it : — said he was going out to Samuels the diamond 
merchant's ; going to make his sister some uncommon 
fine present. Jolly to be uncle to a marquis, ain't it, 
Colonel ? I '11 have nothing under a duke for my 
girls. I say, I know whose nose is out of joint. But 
young fellows get over these things, and Clive won't 
die this time, I dare say." 

While Hobson Newcome made these satiric and 
facetious remarks, his half-brother paced up and down 
the glass parlor, scowling over the panes into the 
bank where the busy young clerks sat before their 
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ledgers. At last he gave an " Ah ! " as of satisfaction. 
Indeed he liad seen Sir Barnes Newcome enter into 
the bank. 

The Baronet stopped and spoke with a clerk, and 
presently entered, followed by that young gentleman 
into his private parlor. Barnes tried to grin when he 
saw his uncle, and held out bis hand to greet the 
Colonel, bnt the Colonel put both his behind his 
back: — that which carried his faithful bamboo-cane 
shook nervously. Barnes was aware that the Colonel 
had the news. "I was going to — to write to you 
this morning, with — with some intelligence tiiat 
I am — very — very sorry to give." 

" This young gentleman is one of your clerks ? " 
asked Thomas Xewcome, blandly. 

"Yes; Mr. Boltby, who has your private account. 
This is Colonel Newcome, Mr, Boltby," says Sir 
Barnes, in some wonder. 

" Mr. Boltby, brother Hobson, you heard what Sir 
Barnes Newcome said just now respecting certain 
intelligence which he grieved to give me?" 

At this the three other gentlemen respectively wore 
looks of amazement. 

"Allow me to say in your presence, that I don't 
believe one single word Sit Barnes Newcome says, 
when he tells me that he is very sorry for some 
intelligence he has to communicate. He lies, Mr. 
Boltby ; he is very glad. I made up my mind that 
in whatsoever company I met him, and on the very 
first <lay I found him — hold your tongue, sir; you 
shall speak afterwards and tell more lies when I have 
done — I made up my mind, I say, that on the very 
first occasion I would tell Sir Barnes Newcome that 
he was a liar and a cheat. He takes charge of letters 
ud keeps them back. Did you break the seal, sir ? 
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There was nothing to steal in my letter to Miss Kew- 
oome. He tells me people axe out of town, whom he 
goes to see in the next street, after leaving my table, 
and whom I see myself half an hoar after he lies to 
me abont their absence." 

it D — n you, go out, and don't stand staring there, 
you booby!" screams out Sir Barnes to the clerk. 
" Stop, Boltby. Colonel Newcome, unless you leave 
this room, I shall — I shall — " 

*^ You shall call a policeman. Send for the gentle- 
man, and I will tell the Lord Mayor what I think of 
Sir Barnes Kewcome, Baronet. Mr. Boltby, shall 
we have the constable in?" 

" Sir, you are an old man, and my father's brother, 
or you know very well I would — " 

"You would what, sir? Upon my word, Barnes 
Newcome" (here the Colonel's two hands and the 
bamboo-cane came from the rear and formed in 
front), " but that you are my father's grandson, after a 
menace like that^ I would take you out and cane you 
in the presence of your clerks. 1 repeat, sir, that I 
consider you guilty of treachery, falsehood, and 
knavery. And if ever I see you at Bays's Club, 
1 will make the same statement to your acquaintance 
at the west end of the town. A man of your baseness 
ought to be known, sir ; and it shall be my business to 
make men of honor aware of your character. Mr. 
Boltby, will you have the kindness to make out 
my account ? Sir Barnes Newcome, for fear of 
consequences that I should deplore, I recommend you 
to keep a wide berth of me, sir." And the Colonel 
twirled his mustachios, and waved his cane in an 
ominous manner, and Barnes started back sponta- 
neously out of its dangerous circle. 

What Mr. Boltby's sentiments may have been re- 
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garding this extrafffdinary scene in'whicli hia prin- 
cipal cut so sorry a figure j — whether he narrated the 
converaatioa to other gentlemen connected with the 
eatabliahmeut of Hobson Brothers, or prudently kept 
it to hiiiiaelf, I cannot say, having no means of pursu- 
ii^ Mr. B.'s subsequent career. He speedily quitted 
his desk at Hobsou Brothers ; and let us presume that 
Barnes l/ion<}ht Mr, B. had told all the other clerks of 
the avuncular quarrel That conviction will maka ua 
imagine Barnes still more comfortable. Hobaon New- 
come no doubt was rejoiced at Barnes's discomfiture ; 
he had l)een insolent and domineering beyond measure 
of late to his vulgar good-uatured uncle, whereas after 
the above interview with the Colonel, he became very 
humble and quiet in his demeanor, and for a long, 
long time never said a rude word. Nay, I fear Hob- 
son must have carried an account of the transaction to 
Mra. Hobaon and the circle in Bryanstone Square; 
for Sam Newnome, now entered at Cambridge, called 
the Baronet "Barnes" quite familiarly; asked after 
Clara and Ethel; and requested a. small loan of 



Of course the story did not get wind at Bays'a ; of 
coarse Tom Eaves did not know all about it, and say 
that Sir Barnes had been beaten black aud blue. Hav- 
ing been treated very ill by the committee in a com- 
plaint which he made about the club cookery, Sir 
Barnes Newcoma never came to Bays'a, and at the end 
of the year took off his name from the lists of the 
club. 

Sir Barnes, though a little taken aback in the morn- 
ing, and not ready with an impromptu reply to the 
Colonel and his cane, could not allow the occurrence 
to pass without a protest; and indited a letter which 
Thomas Newcome kept along with some others previ- 
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ously quoted by the compiler of the present memoirsB 
It is as follows : — 

" Beloravb St., Febi 15, 18 — . 
*■ Colonel Wewcome, C.B. private. 

" Sin, — Tlie incredible insolence and violence of yoQr be- 1 
havior Ui-day (innpirtd by wliatever causes or luistakea of joxam 
own) cannot be passed without some comment on my pBttiM 
I Isid before a friend of your own profession 
the words which yon applied to me in the presence of my part- ■ ' 
ner and one of my clerks this morning; and my adviser is of 
opinion that, conridering the teJatinnship unhappily sabaistinf; 
between ue, I can take no notice of luKults for which jan knew 
when you uttered them I could not call you to account." 

"There is aome truth in that," said the Colonel. 
"He couldn't fight, you know; but then he was suoli 
a liar I could not help speaking my mind." 

''I gslhered from the brutal langnage which yon thought fit I 
to employ towards a disarmed man the ground of one of yourfl 
monstrous accnsntione gainst me, tbat I deceived you in stat-f 
ing that my relative, Lady Kew, was in the country, when in J 
fact itbe wiM in her house in London. 

" To tliii> absurd charge I at once plead guilty. The Ten* I 
emble 1ii<1y in question was passiog through London, when I 
she desired to be free from intrusion. At her ladyship's wiilt fl 
I staled that she wna out of town; and would, under Uie « 
circumstances, unhesitatingly make the same statement. TooiV 
alight ncquaintance with the peraon in question did not warrant I 
that you should force yourself on her privacy, as jou wouldl 
douHIess know were yon more familiar with the customs of tt 
society in which she moves. 

" I declare upon my honor as a gentleman, that I gave hsl 
the message which I promised to deliver from you, and alsol 
that I transmitted & letter with which yon intrusted me; and 
repel with scorn and indignation the charges which yon were 
pleased to bring against me, as I treat with contempt the lan- 
guage and the threats which you thought fit to employ. 
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"Our booka show the amonnt of £xxt. xd. to your credit, 
which jou will be guoil enough to withdraw at your earliest 
convenience; as of courae all intercourse mast cease henwforth 
between you and 

" B, Newcomk Newcxime." 

" I tHnk, sir, lie doesn't make out a bad case," Mr. 
Pendennis remarked to the Colonel, who showed him 
this majestic letter. 

" It would be a good ease if I believed a single word 
of it, Arthur," replied my friend, placidly twirling 
the old gray mustachio. " If you were to say so and 
so, and say that I had brought false charges against 
yon, I should cry jnea culpa and apologize with all my 
heart. But as I have a perfect conviction that every 
word this fellow says is a lie, what is the use of argu- 
ing any more about the matter ? I would not believe 
him if he brought twenty other liars as witnesses, and 
if he lied till he was black in the face. Give me the 
walnuts. I wonder who Sir Barnes's military friend 
was," 

BarneB'e military friend was our gallant acquain- 
tance General Sir George Tufto, K. C. B., who a short 
while afterwards talked over the quarrel with the 
Colonel, and manfully told him that (in Sir George's 
opinion) he was wrong, "The little beggar behaved 
very well, I thought, in the first business. You bul- 
lied him 30, and in the front of his regiment, too, that 
it was almost past bearing ; and when he deplored, 
with tears in his eyes almost, the little humbug ! that 
his relationship prevented him calling you out, ecod, 
I believed him ! It was in the second affair that poor 
little Barney showed he was a cocktail." 

" Wliat second affair ? " asked Thomas Newcome. 

" Don't you know ! He I he I this is famous I " 
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cries Sip G«orge. " Why, sir, two days after your 
basiiiess, he comes to me with another letter and a 
face as long as my mare's, by Jove. And that letter, 
Newcome, was from your young un. Stop, here it 
is I " and from his padded bosom General Sir George 
Tufto drew a pocket-book, and from the pocket-book 
a copy of a letter, inscribed, " Cllre NewcMne, TLaq^ 
to Sir B. N. Newcome." "There 'b no mistake about 

your fellow, Colonel. No, him I " and the man o£ 

war tired a volley of oatlis as a salute to Clive. 

And till! Colonel, on liorseback, riding by tll& 
Other cavalry officer's side, read as follows : — 

Gkoh«e STIitCT, HiiioYEB 8qr«iii, Febrnary It. 

" Sir, — Colonel Newcome tbia motning showeJ me a lett«r 
beftriog your signature, in which you slate — t. That Colond 
Newcome bas uttered calumnious and insolent chaises against 
you. 2. Tbat Colouel Newcome so spoke, knowing that yoD 
coulil lake no notice of bis cbaiges of foUehood and troacheiy, 
on account of the lelationabip siibsiBting between yon. 

" Tour statements would evidently imply that Colonel New- 
come has been guilty of ungentlemanlike conduct, and of 
Mwardice towai^a yon. 

" As tbere can be no reason why im shonld not niMt in any 
manner tbnt you desire, I bere beg leave t« state, on my own 
part, tbttt I fiUly coinciile with Colonel Newcome iu bis opinion 
tbftt you bave been guilty of falsehood and treachery, and that 
the charge of cowardice which yuu date to make aj^inet a 
gentleman of his tried honor and courage. Is another wilful and 
cowardly falsehood on your parU 

"And I hope yon will refer the bearer of this note, ray 
friend, Mr- George Warrington, of the Upper Temple, to the 
military gentleman whom you consulted in respect to the just 
chains of Colonel Newcome. Waiting a prompt reply, 

" Believe me, sir, your obedient servant, 
"Clivb Nbwdoiib. 
" SiH Bxasm Kewcomk SivCQta, Babt., M.P., etc" 
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"What a blimderbead I am!" cries the Colonel, 
with delight on hia countenance, spite of his professed 
repentance. " It never once entered my head that the 
yonngster would take any part in the affair. I showed 
him his cousin's letter casually, just to amuse him, I 
think, for he has been deuced lonr lately, ahout — 
about a yotmg man's scrape that he has got into. 
And he must have gone oS and despatched his chal- 
lenge straightway. I recollect he appeared uncom* 
monly brisk at breaJtfast the neit morning. And so 
you say. General, the Baronet did not like the pouiei?" 

"By no means; never saw a fellow show such a 
confounded white feather. At first I congratulated 
him, thinking your boy's offer must please him, oa it 
would have pleased any fellow in our time to havd a 
shot, Dammy ! but I was mistaken in my man. He 
entered into some confounded long-winded story about 
a marriage you wanted to make with that infernal 
pretty sister of his, who is going to marry young Far- 
intosh, and how you were in a rage because the 
scheme fell to the ground, and how a family duel 
uii)fht occasion unpleasantries to Miss Newcome; 
though I showed him how this could be most easily 
avoided, and that the lady's name need never appear 
in the transaction. ' Confound it, Sir Barnes,' saya I, 
' 1 recollect this boy, when he was a youngster, throw- 
ing a glass of wine in your face I We '11 put it upon 
that, and say it 's an old feud between yoiL' He 
turned quite pale, and he said your fellow had apolo- 
gized for the glass of wine." 

" Yes," said the Colonel, sadly, " ray boy apologized 
for the glass of wine. It is curious how we have 
disliked that Bamea ever since we set eyes on him." 

" Well, Newcome," Sir George resumed, as his 
mettled charger suddenly jumped and curveted, dJs- 
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playing the padded warrior's caTalry-eeat to perfoo- 
tdon. " Quiet, old lady ! — easy, my dear I Well, air, 
when I found the little beggar turning tail in this 
way, I said to him, 'Dash me, sir, if you don't want 
me, why the dash do you send for me, dash me? 
Yesterday you talked as if yon would bite the 
Colonel's head off, and to-day, when his son offers you 
every accommodation, by dash, sir, you 're afraid tO 
meet him. It 's my belief you had better send for a 
policeman. A 22 is your man. Sir Barnes Newcome.' 
And with that I turned on my heel and left him. 
And the fellow went off to Newcome that very night." 

" A poor devil can't command courage, General," 
said the Colonel, quite peaceably, " any more than he 
can make himself six feet high." 

"Then why the dash did the beggar send for me?" 
called out General Sir George Tufto, in a loud and 
resolute voici ; and presently the two officers parted 
company. 

When the Colonel reached home, Mr. Warringtoa 
and Mr. Pendennis happened to be on a visit to Clive, 
and all three were in the young fellow's painting- 
room. We knew our lad was unhappy, and did our 
little best to amuse and console him. The Colonel 
came in. It was in the dark February days : we had 
lighted gas in the studio. Clive had made a sketch 
from some favorite verses of mine and George's! 
those charming lines of Scott's : — 

'• He tunie<i his charger m he spake, 

B««i<le the river shore ; 

He gave bis hi-idte-rein a shake, 

With adieu for evermore. 

My dear I 

Adieu for & 
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Thomas Newcome held up a finger at Warrington, 
and he came up to the picture and looked at it; and 
Gkorge and I trolled out 

^ Adieu for evermore I 
My dear I 
Adieu for evermore! ** 

From the picture the brave old Colonel turned to 
the painter, regarding his son with a look of beauti- 
ful inexpressible affection. And he laid his hand on 
his son's shoulder, and smiled, and stroked Glive's 
yellow mustachio. 

^^And — and did Barnes send no answer to that 
letter you wrote him ? " he said, slowly. 

Clive broke out into a laugh that was almost a sob. 
He took both his father's hands. ^' My dear, dear old 
fatherl" says he, "what a — what an — old — trump 
you are I " My eyes were so dim I could hardly see 
the two men as they embraced. 
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Clivb presently answered the question whict Ms 
father put to him in the last chapter, by producing 
from tlie ledga of his easel a crumpled paper, full <^ 
Cavendish now, but on which was written Sir Bamea 
Newcome's reply to hia cousin's polite invitation. ' 

Sir Barnes Newcome wrote, " that he thought a [ 
reference to a friend waa quite unnecessary, in tha j 
most disagreeable and painful dispute in which Mr. '. 
Clive desired to interfere aa a principal ; that the j 
reasons which prevented Sir Barnes from taking 4 
notice of Colonel Newcome's shameful and ungentle- I 
manlike conduct applied equally, as Mr. Clive New- j 
come very well knew, to himself; that if further | 
insult was offered, or outrage attempted, Sir Bi 
should resort to the police for protection; that ha ] 
was about to quit London, and certaiuly should mit 1 
delay his depai-tnre on account of Mr. Clive Kew- ' 
come's monsti-ous proceedings ; and that he desired to J 
take leave of an odious subject, as of an individual [ 
whom he had striven to treat with kindness, but from I 
whom, from youth upwards. Sir Barnes Newcoma ] 
had rect^ived nothing but insolence, enmity, and 
ill-wUL" 

" He is an ill man to offend," remarked Mr. Pen- j 
dennis. " I don't think he has ever forgiven that 
claret, Clive." 
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"Pooh! the fend dat«a from long before that," said 
Clive ; '■ Barnes wauted to lick me when I was a boy, 
and I declined: In faet, I think he had rather the 
worst of it ; but then I operated freely on his ahiiiB, 
and that was n't fair in war, you know." 

"Heaven forgive me," cries the Colonel; "I have 
always felt the fellow was my enemy : and my mind 
ia relieved now war is declared. It haa boen a kind 
of hypocrisy with me to shake his hand and eat his 
dinner. When I trusted him it was against my better 
hifltuict ; and I have been straggling against it these 
ten years, tliinking it waa a wicked prejudice and 
ought to be overcome." 

" Why should we overoome such instincts ? " asks 
Mr. Warrington. " Why should u't we hate what ia 
hateful in people, and scorn what is mean ? From 
what friend Pen has described to me, and from soma 
other accounts which have come to my ears, your 
respectable nephew is about as loathsome a little 
TiTlain as crawls on the earth. Good seems to be out 
of his sphere, and away from his contemplation. He 
ill-treats every one he comes near; or, if gentle to 
them, it is that they may serve some base purpose. 
Since my attention has been drawn to the creature, I 
have been conteiniilating his ways with wonder and 
cariosity. How mtich superior Natiire's rognes are. 
Pen, to the villauis you novelists pnt into your books ! 
This man goes about his life business with a natural 
propensity to darkness and evil — aa a bug crawls, 
and stings, and stinks. I don't suppose the fellow 
feels any more remorse than a cat that rons away 
with a mntton-chop. I recognize the Evil Spirit, sir, 
&nd do honor to Ahrimanes, in taking off my hat to 
this young man. He Reduced a poor girl in his 
father's country town — is it not natural ? deserted 
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her and her children — don't you recognize the beast ? 
married for rank — could you expect otherwise from 
him ? inWtea my Lord Highgate to his house in con- 
sideration of his balance at the bank. — Sir, unless 
somebody's heel shall crunch him on the way, there 
is no height to which this aspiring vermin may n't 
crawl. I look to see Sir Barnes Newcome prosper 
more and more. I make no doubt he will die an im- 
mense capitalist, and an exalted Peer of this realm. 
He will have a marble monument, and a pathetio 
funeral sermon. There is a divine in your family, 
Clive, that shall preach it. I will weep respectful 
tears over the grave of Daron Newcome, Viscount 
Newcome, Earl Newcome ; and the children whom he 
has deserted, and who, in the course of time, will be 
sent by a grateful nation to New South Wales, will 
proudly say to their brother convicts, ' Yea, the Earl 
was our honored father ! ' " 

"I fear he is no better than he should be, Mr, 
Warrington,-' says the Colonel, shaking his head. "I 
never beard the story about the deserted children," 

" How should you, you guileless man ! " cries 
Warrington. " I am not in the ways of scandal- 
hearing myself much; but this tale I had from Sir 
Barnes Newcome's own county. Mr. Batters of the 
'Newcome Independent' is my esteemed client. I 
write leading articles for his newspaper, and when he 
was in town last spring he favored me witli the anec- 
dote; and proposed to amuse the Member for New- 
come by publishing it in his journal. This kind of 
writing is not much in my line : and, out of resjieot 
to you and your young one, I believe, I strove with 
Mr. Batters, and entreated him and prevailed with 
him, not to publish the atory. This is how I came 
to know it." 
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I sat with the Colonel in the evening, when he com- 
mented ou Warrington's story and Sir Bames'a adven* 
tnies in his simple way. He said his brother Hobsoa 
had been with him the morning after the dispute, 
reiterating Bames'a defenue of his conduct : and pro- 
fessing on hia own part nothing but good will towards 
his brother. " Between ourselves the young Baronet 
carries matters with rather a high hand sometimes, 
and I am not sorry that you gave him a little dress- 
ing. But you were too hard upon him. Colonel — 
really you were." " Had I known that child-desetting 
story I would have given it harder still, sir," saja 
Thomas Newcome, twirling his mustachioa : ■' but my 
brother had nothing to do with the quarrel, and very 
rightly did not wish to engage in it. He has an eye 
to business has Master Hobson, too," my friend Don- 
tinued : " for he brought me a check for my private 
account, which of course, he said, couJd not remain 
after my quarrel with Barnes. But the Indian bank 
account, which is pretty large, he supposed need not 
bo taken away ? and indeed why should it ? So that, 
which is little business of mine, remains where it 
wa^ : and brother Hobson and I remain perfectly 
good friends. 

" 1 think Clive is much better since he has been 
quite put out of hia suspenae. He speaks with a 
great deal more kindness and good-nature about the 
marriage than I am disposed to feel regarding it: and 
depend on it has too high a spirit to show that he is 
beaten. But I know he is a good deal cut up, though 
he says nothing ; and he agreed willingly enough to 
take a little journey, Arthur, and be out of the way 
when this business takes place. We shall go to Paris: 
I don't know where else besides. These misfortunes 
do good in one way, hard as they are to bear : they 
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ooibe people who love each other. It seems to me 

my boy has been nearer to me, and likes his old father 
better than he has done of late." And very soon 
after this talk our friends departed. 

The Bulgarian miniBter having been recalled, and 
Lady Ann Sewcome's house in Park Lane being 
vacant, her ladyship and her family came to occupy 
the mansion for this eventful season, and sat onoe 
more in the dismal diuing-room under tlie picture of 
the defunct Sir Brian. A little of the 5])lendor and 
hospitality of old days was revived in the house: 
entertainuientB were given by Lady Ann ; and amongst 
other festivities, a fine ball took place, when pretty 
Miss Alice, Miss Ethel's younger sister, made her 
first appearance in the world, to which she was after- 
wards to be presented by tlie Marcliioneas of Facin- 
tosh. All the little sisters were charmed, no doubt, 
that the beautiful Ethel was to become a beautiful 
Marchioness, who, as they came up to womanhood 
one after another, would introduce them severally to 
amiable young Earls, Dukes, and Ztlarquises, when tiiej 
would be married off and wear coi-onets and diamonds 
of their own right. At Lady Ann's ball I saw my 
acquaintance, young Humford, who was going to 
Oxford next October, and about to leave Kugby, whew 
he was at the head of the school, looking very dismal 
as Miss Alice whirled round the room dancing in 
Viscount Bustington's arms ; — Miss Alice, with whose 
mamma he used to take tea at Kugby, and for whose 
pretty sake Slumford ilid Alfred Newcome's verse* 
for him and let him off his thrashings. I'oor Mum- 
ford ! he dismally went about under the protection of 
young Alfred, a fourtlk-form boy — not one soul did 
he know in that rattling London ball-room ; his young 
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iftee was as wMte aa the large white tie, donned two 
hours since at the " Tavistock " with such nervousness 
and beating of heait I 

With these !ada, and decorated with a tie equally 
spleudid, moved about young Sam Newcome, who was 
shirking from his sister and his mamma. Mrs. Uob- 
son had actually assumed clean gloves for this festive 
occasion. Sam stared at all the "Xobg;" and in- 
sisted upon being introduced to " Farintosh," and 
congratulated his lordship with much graceful ease ; 
and then pushed about the rooms per»everingly hang- 
ing on to -rVIf red's jacket. " I say, I wish you would n't 
call me Al.," I heard Master Alfred SR,y to his cousin. 
Seeing my face, Mr. Samuel ran up to claim acqnain- 
tance. He was good enough to say he thought Far- 
intosh seemed devilish haughty. Even my wife could 
not help saying that Mr. Sam was an odious little 
cieature. 

So it was for young Alfred, aud his brothers and 
sisters, who would want help aud protection in the 
world, that Ethel was about to give up her iudepen- 
draioe, her inclination perhaps, aud to bestow her life 
on yonder young nobleman. Looking at her as a girl 
devoting herself to her family, her sacrifice gave her 
a melancholy interest in our eyes. My wife and I 
vatehed her, grave and beautiful, — moving through 
the rooms, receiving and Detuining a hundred greet- 
ings, bending to compliments, talking with this friend 
and that, with my lord's lordly relations, with himself, 
to whom she listened deferentially ; faintly smiling 
as he spoke now and again, — doing the honors of 
her mother's house. Lady after lady of his lonlship's 
clan and kinsfolk complimented the girl and her 
pleased mother. Old Lady Kew was radiant (if one 
eaa call radiance the glances of tliose darkling old 
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eyes). She sat in a little room apart, and thither 
people went to pay their court to her. Unwittingly 
I came in on this levee with my wife on my ann: 
Ziady Kew aeowled at me over her crutch, but nnthout 
a eign of recognition. " What an awful countenaoioe 
that old woman has I " Laura whispered as we i 
treated out of that gloomy presence. 

And Doubt (as its wont is) whispered too a questioii J 
in my ear, " la it for her brothers and siatera only 1 
that Miss Ethel is sacrificing herself ? Is it not for 
the coronet, and the triumph, and the fine houses?" 
" When two motives may actuate a friend, we surely 
may ti'y and believe in the good one," says Laura, J 
"But, but I am glad Clive does not marry her — poorl 
fellow — he would not have been happy with her. f 
She belongs to this great world: she has spent all hevv 
life in it : Clive would have entered into it very likely I 
in her train ; and you know, sir, it is not good that w«>l 
should be our husbands' superiors," adds Mrs. Laur%1 
with a curtsy. 

She presently pronounced that the air was very hot! 
in the rooms, and in fact wanted to go home to seal 
her child. As we passed out, we saw Sir Bametl 
Kewpome, eagerly smiling, smirking, bowing, and ilfl 
the fondest conversation with his sister and Lordf 
Farintoah. By Sir Barnes, presently, brushed Lieu- 
tenant-Gen eral Sir George Tufto, K.C.B., who, whesj 
he saw on whose foot he had trodden, grunted outy 
"H'm, beg your pardon I "and turning his back on I 
Barnes, forthwith began complimenting Ethel and thai 
Marquia. "Served with your lordship's father in! 
Spain; glad to make your lordship's acquaintance," 
says Sir George. Ethel bows to us as we pass out of 
the rooms, and we hear no more of Sir George's 
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Tn the cloak-room sits Lady Clara Kewcome, with 
a gentleman bending over het, just in such an nttitude 
as the bride ia in Hogarth's "Marriage h la Mode," 
aa tbe counsellor talks to her. Lady Clara starts up 
OS a crowd of bluBhea come into her wan face, and 
tries to smile, and rises to greet my wife, and says 
BOmethiag about its being so dreadfully hot in the 
upper rooms, and so very tedious waiting for the 
carriages. The gentleman advances towards me with 
a military stride, and says, "How do you do, Mr. 
Pendennis ? How 'a our young friend, the painter ? " 
I answer Lord Highgate civilly enough, whereas my 
wife will scarce speak a word in reply to Lady Claia 
Newcome. 

Lady Clara asked ub to her ball, which my wife 
declined altogether to attend. Sir Barues published 
a series of quite splendid entertainments on the happy 
occasion of his sister's betrothal. We read the names 
of all the clan Farintosh in the *' Morning Post," 
as attending these banquets. Mr. and Mrs. Hobson 
Kewcome, in Bryanstone Square, gave also aigns of 
rejoicing at their niece's marriage. They had a grand 
banquet, followed by a tea, to which latter amusement 
the present biographer was invited. Lady Ann, and 
lady Kew and her granddaughter, and the Baronet 
and his wife, and my Lord Highgate and Sir Georgo 
Tufto attended the dinner ; but it was rather a damp 
entertainment. " Farintosh," whispers Sam New- 
oome, "sect word just before dinner that he had a 
sore throat, and Barnes was as gulky a.s possible. Sir 
Oeorge wouldn't speak to him, and the Dowager 
wouldn't apeak to Lord Highgate. Scarcely any- 
thing was drank." concluded Mr. Sam, with a slight 
hiccup. '■ I say, Pendeuuis, how sold Clive will be 1 " 
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And the amiable youtli went off to commune -with | 
others of his parents' guests. 

Thus the Newcomes ent«rtained the Farintoahes, 
and the Farmtoshes entertained the Newcomes. And 
the Dowaijer CouDtess of Kew went from assembly 
to assembly every evening, and to jewellers and up- 
holsterers and dressmakers every morning ; and Lord 
Farintosh seemed to grow more and more attentive as 
the happy day approached, and he gave away all Ms 
cigars to his brotjier Bob; and his sisters were de- 
lighted with Etliel, and constantly in her company, 
and his mother was pleased with her. and thought a 
girl of her spirit and resolution would make a good 
wife for her sonj and select crowds flocked to see 
the service of plat« at Handyman's, and the diamonds 
which were being set for the lady ; and Smee, B.A.^| 
painted her portrait, as a touvenir for mamma whei 
Miss Newcome should be Miss Newcome no i 
and Lady Kew made a will, leaving all she could leavi 
to her beloved granddaughter, Ethel, daughter of tha^ 
late Sir Brian Newcome, Baronet; and Lord Kew I 
wrote an affectionate letter to his cousin, congrataJ 
lating her, and wishing her happiness with all 1 ~ 
heart; and I was glancing over tlie "Times" 
paper at breakfast one morning, when I laid it dow: 
with an exclamation which caused my wife to sta 
with surprise. 

"What is it?" cries Laura, and I read as fot 
lows ; — 

" Death op the Cocntbbb Dowaqer of Kew. — We regwftB 
to have to aDQOUiU!e ihe awfully sudden death of this venerablsV 
Wy. Ber ladjship, who had been at Mveral parties of ihal 
noliility the night before last, aeeuiingly in perfect health, n 
seized with a fit as she was waiting fgc ber carriage, and about J 
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to quit Lady Pallgrave's assembly. Immediate medical as- 
sistance was procured, and her ladyship was carried to her 
own house, in Queen Street, May Fair. But she never rallied, 
or, we believe, spoke, after the first fatal seizure, and sank at 
eleven o'clock last evening. The deceased, Louisa Joanna 
Gaunt, widow of Frederick, first Earl of Kew, was daughter 
of Charles, Earl of Qaunt, and sister of the late and aunt of 
the present Marquis of Steyne. The present Earl of Kew is 
her ladyship's grandson, his lordship's father, Lord Walham, 
having died before his own father, the first earl. Many noble 
families are placed in mourning by this sad event. Society 
has to deplore the death of a lady who has been its ornament 
for more than half a century, and who was known, we may 
say, throughout Europe for her remarkable sense, extraordinaiy 
memory, and brilliant wit." 



CHAPTER V. 

BARNESES SKELETON CLOSET. 

The demise of Lady Kew of course put a stop tot 
a while to the matrimonial projects so interesting to 
the house of Kewcome. Hymen blew his torch out^ 
put it into the cupboard for use on a future day, and 
exchanged his garish saffron-colored robe for decent 
temporary mourning. Charles Honeyman improved 
the occasion at Lady Whittlesea's chapel hard by; 
and "Death at the Festival" was one of his most 
thrilling sermons; reprinted at the request of some 
of the congregation. There were those of his flock, 
especially a pair whose quarter of the fold was the 
organ-loft, who were always charmed with the piping 
of that melodious pastor. 

Shall we too, while the coffin yet rests on the outer 
earth's surface, enter the chapel whither these void 
remains of our dear sister departed are borne by the 
smug undertaker's gentlemen, and pronounce an elegy 
over that bedizened box of corruption ? When the 
young are stricken down, and their roses nipped in an 
hour by the destroying blight, even the stranger can 
sympathize, who counts the scant years on the grave- 
stone, or reads the notice in the newspaper corner. 
The contrast forces itself on you. A fair young creat- 
ure, bright and blooming yesterday, distributing smiles, 
levying homage, inspiring desire, conscious of her 
power to charm, and gay with the natural enjoyment 
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ot her conquests — who in his walk through the world 
has not looked on many suoh a one ; and, at the no- 
taon of her sudden call away from beauty, triumph, 
pleasure ; her helpless outcries during her short pain; 
her vain pleas for a little respite ; her sentence, and 
its execution ; has not felt a shock of pity ? When 
the days of a loug life come to its close, aud a white 
head sinks to rise no more, we bow our own with re- 
spect aa the mourning train passes, aud salute the 
heraldry and devices of youder pomp, as symbols of 
age, wisdom, deserved respect and mcritud honor ; 
long ezperience of suffering and action. The wealth 
he may have achieved is the harvest which he sowed j 
the titles on his hearse, fruits of the field he bravely 
&nd laboriously wrought in. But to live to fourscore 
years, aud be found daucing among the idle virgins I 
to have had near a century of allotted time, and then 
be called away from the giddy notes of a May Fait 
fiddle! To have to yield your roses too, and then 
drop out of the bony clutch of your old fingers a 
wreath that came from a Parisian band-box ! One 
fancies around some graves unseen troops of mour- 
ners waiting j many and many a poor pensioner troop- 
ing to the place ; many weeping charities ; many kind 
actions ; many dear friends beloved and deplored, ris- 
ing up at the toll of that bell to follow the honored 
hearse ; dead parents waiting above, and calling, " Come, 
daughter ! " lost children, heaven's foundlings, hover- 
ing round like cherubim, and whispering, " Welcome, 
Mother 1 " Here is one who reposes after a long feast 
where no love has been ; after girlhood without kindly 
maternal nurture ; marriage without affection; matroii- 
hood without its precious griefs aud joys ; after four- 
score years of lonely vanity. Let us take off our 
hiitB to that procession too as it passes, admiring the 
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different lots awarded to the children of men, and tha | 
various usages to which Heaven puts its creatures. 

Leave we yonder velvet-palled box, spangled with 
fantastic heraldry, and containing within the aged 
slough and envelope of a soul gone to render its ac- 
count. Look rather at the living audience standing 
round the shell ; — the deep grief on Barnes New- 
come's fine countenance ; the sadness depicted in tha 
face of the most noble the Marquis of Forintosh; the 
sympathy of her ladyship's medical man (who came 
in the third mourning carriage) ; better than these, 
the awe, and reverence, and emotion exhibited in the 
kind face of one of the witnesses of this scene, as he 
listens to those words which the priest rehearses over 
our dead. What magnificent words ! what a burning 
faith ; what a glorious triumph ; what a heroic life, ' 
death, hope, they record I They are read over all of J 
us alike ; as the sun shines on just and unjust. Wo ■ 
have all of us heard them ; and I have fancied, for 
my part, that they fell and smote like the sods on the 
cofRn. 

The ceremony over, the undertaker's gentlemen 
clamber on the roof of the vacant hearse, into which 
palls, tressels, trays of feathers are inserted, and the 
horses break out into a trot, and the empty carriages, 
expressing the deep grief of the deceased lady's J 
friends, depart homeward. It is remarked that Lord I 
Kew hardly has any communication with his cod 
Sir Barnes Newcome. His lordship jumps into a cab, 
and goes to the railroad. Issuing from the cemetery, 
the Marquis of Farintosh hastily orders that thing 
to be taken oft his hat, and returns to town in his 
brougham, smoking a cigar. Sir Barnes Newcome 
rides in the brougham beside Lord Farintosh, as far 
as Oxford Street, where he gets a cab, and goes to the 
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Ci^. For basineas is business, and must be attended 
to, though grief be ever so severe. 

A very abort time previous to her demise, Mr. Rood 
(that was Mr. Rood — that other little gentleman In 
black, who shared the third mourning coach along 
with her ladyship's medical man) had executed a 
will by which almost all the Countess's property was 
devised to her granddaughter, Ethel Ifewcome. Lady 
Kew's decease of course delayed the marriage projects 
for a while. The young heiress returned to her 
mother's house in Park Lane. I dare say the deep 
mourning habiliments in which the domestics of that 
establishment appeared were purchased out of the 
funds left in his hands, which Ethel's banker and 
brother had at her disposaL 

Sir Barnes Newcome, who was one of the trustees 
of his sister's property, grumbled no doubt because 
his grandmother had bequeathed to him but a paltry 
recompense of five hundred pounds for his pains and 
trouble of trusteeship j but hia manner to Ethel was 
extremely blaod and respectful : an heiress now, and 
to be marchioness in a few months. Sir Barnes treated 
her with a very different regard to that which he 
was accustomed to show to other members of hia 
family. For while this worthy Baronet would cootra- 
dict his mother at every word she uttered, and take 
no pains to disguise his opinion that Lady Ann's in- 
tellect was of the very poorest order, he would listen 
deferentially to Ethel's smallest observations, exert 
himself to amuse her under her grief, which he chose 
to take for granted was very severe, visit her con- 
stantly, and show the most charming solicitude for 
her general comfort and welfare. 

During this time my wife received frequent notes 
&om Ethel N"ewcome, and the intimacy between the 
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two ladies much increased. Lanra was so unlike tfie 
women of Ethel's cirele, the young lady vas pleased 
to say, that to be with her was Ethel's greatest com- 
fort. Miss Newcome was now her own mistress, had 
her carriage, and would drive day after day to our 
cottage at Richmond. The frigid society of Lord 
Farintosh's sisters, the conversation of his mothur, 
did not amuse Ethel, and she escaped from both with 
her usual impatience of control. She was at homa 
eveiy day dutifully to receive my lord's visits, ~ 
though she did not open her mind to Laura as fre«lj 
regarding the young gentleman as she did when t 
character and disposition of her future mother aad" 
sisters-in-law was the subject of their talk, I could 
see, from the grave look of commiseiatiou which my 
wife's face bore after her young friend's visits, t" 
Mrs. Pendennis augured rather ill of the future hap^ 
ptnesB of this betrothed pair. Once, at Miss Kev 
oome'B special request, I took my wife to se 
Park Lane, where the Marquis of Farintosh found u 
His lordship and I had alrendy a half acquainta 
which was not, however, improved after my rcgulai 
presentation to him by Mias Newcome ■ he soowle 
at me with a countenance indicative of anything l 
welcome, and did not seem in the Ipast more pleaaadl] 
when Ethel entreated her friend Laura not to takAn] 
her bonnet, not to think of going away so soon. She I 
oame to see ua the very next day, stayed much longw J 
with us than usual, and returned to town quite late 
!n the evening, iu spite of the entreaties of the iuhi 
pitable Laura, who would have had her leave u 
before, " I am sure," says clear-sighted Mrs. Launi^l 
" she is come out of bravado, and after we went away^ 
yesterday that there were words between her andj 
Lord Farintosh oq our account." 
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" Confound the young man," breaks out Mr. Pen- 
dennis in a fume ; *' what does he mean by his inso- 
lent airs ? " 

^He may think we are partisans de VatUre,'* says 
Mrs. FendenniSi with a smile first, and a sigh after^ 
wards, as she said "poor Clive!" 

"Do you ever talk about Clive?" asks the 
husband. 

" Never. Once, twice, perhaps, in the most natural 
manner in the world, we mention where he is ; but 
nothing further passes. The subject is a sealed one 
between us. She often looks at his drawings in my 
album (Olive had drawn our baby there and i^ 
mother in a great variety of attitudes), and gazes at 
his sketch of his dear old father; but of him she 
never says a word." 

" So it is best," says Mr. Pendennis. 

" Yes — best," echoes Laura with a sigh. 

"You think, Laura," continues the husband, "you 
think she — " 

"She what?" What did Mr. Pendennis mean? 
Laura his wife certainly understood him, though 
upon my conscience the sentence went no further-^ 
for she answered at once, -^ 

" Yes — I think she certainly did, poor boy. But 
that, of course, is over now ; aoid Ethel, though she 
cannot help being a worldly woman, has such firm- 
ness and resolution of character, that if she has once 
determined to conquer any inclination of that sort I 
am sure she will master i^ and make Lord Farintosh 
a very good wife." 

"Since the OolonePs quarrel with Sir Barnes," 
Ories Mr. Pendennis, adverting by a natural transition 
from Ethel to her amiable brother, "our banking 
friend does not invite us any more ; Lady Clara sends 
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yoii no CArds. I have a great miDd to withdraw ni]j 
000011 nt." 

Laiirn, who understands nothing about accounta 
(lid not jiereeive the fine irony of this remark ; bidj 
her fiwd BtriiigUtway put on the severe expreasioi 
whioh it choae to assume whenever Sir Barnes's' 
family was mentioned, and she said, "My dear 
Arthur, I am very glad indeed that Lady Clara sends 
us no more of her invitations. You know very well 
why I rlialiked them." 

"Why?" 

'■ I hear baby cryingj" says Laura. Laui 
tiAura ! how cimld you tell your husband such a fi 
^aud abe quits the room without deigning to givj 
«iy anitwer to that " Why ? " 

Lnl IIS pay a brief visit to Newcome in the North 
of ICngland, and tliere we may get some answer to the 
<)iir»tii)u of which Mr. Pendennis had just in vain 
ONkod a reply from his wife. My design does not 
liiiiliido a doBoription of that great and flourishing 
town of Newcome, and of the manufactures whioh 
iiiiiiiH«d it* prosperity ; but only admits of the intro- 
tliiotloii of those Newcomites who are concerned in 
tJio tttf.iirs of the family which has given its respeo- 
litbln iiAine lo these volumes. 

ThiK in previous pages we have said nothing about 
lln' Mfiyor and Corporation of Newcome, the magnifi- 
w\\\, tMukere and manufacturers who had their places 
wt \ti\»UieM in the town, and their splendid villas ont- 
dlili' »« "uioky precincts : people wlio would give 
\\wU I lii>i\>anil guineas for a picture or a statue, and 
HXHit >">! otT n rheck for ten times the amount any 
it<^^ I p'l'ld" **''"V if there was a talk of a statue to 
iVif t>if^» »>r llie Duke, would come down to the Town 
SVIl Adtl «itlwt*ril>« their oae, two, three 'undred apiecQ 
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(especially if in the neighboring city of Slowcomb 
they were putting up a statue to the Duke or the 
Queen) — not of such men have I spoken, the mag- 
nates of the place ; but of the humble Sarah Mason 
in Jubilee Row ; of the Kev, Dr. Bulders the Vicar, 
Mr. *Vidler the apotliecary, Mr. Duff the baker ; of 
Tom Pots the jolly reporter of the "Newcome Inde- 
pendent," and Batters, Esq., the proprietor of 

that journal — persons with whom our friends have 
had already, or will be found presently to have, some 
connection. And it is from these that we shall arrive 
at aome particulars regarding the Neweome family, 
which will show us that they have a skeleton or two 
in their closets, as well as their neighbors. 

Now, how will yon have the story ? Worthy mam- 
mas of families — if you do not like to have your 
daughters told that bad husbands will make bad 
wives ; that marriages begun in indifference make 
homes unhappy ; that men whom girls are brought to 
swear to love and honor are sometimes false, selliah, 
and cruel; and that women forget the oaths which 
they have been made to swear — if you will not hear 
of this, ladies, close the book, and send for some other. 
Banish the newspaper out of your houses, and shut 
yonr eyes to the troth, the awful truth, of life and ain. 
Is the world made of Jennies and Jessamiea ; and 
passion the play of school-boys and school-girls, scrib- 
bling valentines and interchanging lollipops ? Is life 
all over when Jenny and Jess amy are married; and 
are there no subsequent trials, griefs, wars, bitter 
heart^pangs, dreadful temptations, defeats, remorses, 
sufferings to bear, and dangers to overcome ? As 
you and I, friend, kneel with our children round about 
us, prostrate before the Father of us all. and asking 
mercy for miserable sinners, are the young ones to 
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mppoaft the irorda are mere form, and don't apply to 
OS f — to some outcasts in the free seata probably, or 
tbcoo naughty boj's playing in the churchyard 7 Are 
Uh>7 not to know that we err too, and pray with all 
our hearts to be rescued from temptation ? If such a 
knowl*^lg^ is wrong for them, send them to churoh 
Apait. Go you and worship in privat* ; or, if not too 
jtn>ud, knefl humbly in the midst of them, owning 
ywit wrong, and praying Heaven to be merciful to 
you « «iuHer. 

When Barnes Newcome became the reigning Prince 
ol lbf> Nowcoine family, and after the first agonies of 
grUif for his father's death bad subsided, he mads 
strong nlti'uipts to conciliate the princi]>al persons 
)u Umj Mni({hborhood, and to render himself popular in 
fehe UirouK''- K" K*^^ handsome entertiiinments to 
Hw liiwiisfi^lkand to the county gentry; he tried even 
hi hriiig thoBO two warring classes together. Ho 
Wkili'tvornd to be civil to the "Neweome Indepen- 

[ ttAKti" '■''" Opposition paper, as well as the " New- 
VluiiM Hi^iitinrl," that true old Uncompromising Blue. 
Me AHkrd thn Dissenting clergymen to dinner, and the 
i4>w ChuR'h clergymen, as well as the orthodox 
t^>«kl<>r Uuhlnrx and his curates. He gave a lecture at 
tow " Ni>w('omB Athenieum," which everybody said 
• ifty Anuming, and which "Sentinel" and "Ind^ 
Miiit«ti1 " Inith agreed in praising. Of course he buIk 
kPt^ll'^t !•> thnt ntatne which the Newcomites were 
MUlttMl 1^1 ^'^ philanthropic missions which the 

I WwtwrHud l<i>w Church gentlemen were engaged in; 

' In t)i« nwt (for the young Xewcomite manufacturerft 

[ kh' i\» *|<i'>'^'l^ll !(<">(" ^ B,ny in the North), to tlie hos- 
|Ulnl. Ihi« " IWpIo's Library," the restoration of the 
tiiiul kurcoii, nixl thn great painted window in New- 
Wina i}\i\ Ohiirab (Bev. J. Bidders), and be had to 
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pay In fine a most awful price for hia privilege of 
■ittmg in Parliament as representative of Ms native 
a he called it in his speeches, " the cradle of 

I lore fathers, the home of his race," etc., though 
8 Tras in fact born at Ctapham. 

Xady Clara could Dot in the least help this young 
Btatesman in his designs upon Xewooiue and the New- 
comites. After she came iuto Barnes's hands, a 
dreadful weight fell upon her. She would smile and 
simper, and talk kiudly and gayly enough at first, 
during Sir Brian's life ; and Eunong women, when 
Barnes vas not present. But as soon as he joined 
the company, it was remarked that his wife became 
silent, and looked eagerly toivards htm whenever 
she ventured to speak. She blundered, her eyes filled 
irith tears ; the little wit she had left her in her hus- 
baiid'ii presence; he grew angry, and tried to hide 
hia anger with a sneer, or broke out with a jibe and 
an oath, when he lost patience, and Clara, whimper- 
ing, would leave the room. Everybody at New- 
Oome knew that Barnes bullied his wife. 

Peo|)le had worse charges against Barnes than wife- 
bullying. Do you suppose that little interruption 
which occurred at Barnes's marriage was not known 
in Newcome ? His victim had been a Newcome girl, 
the man to whom she was betrothed was in a New- 
come factory, When Barnes was a young man, and 
in his occasional visits to Newcome, lived along with 
those dashing young blades Sam Jollyman (JoUyman 
Brothers & Bowcher), Bob Homer, Cross Country 
Bill, Al, Buoker (for whom hia father had to pay 
eighteen thousand pounds after the Leger the year 
Toggery won it), and that wild lot, all sorts of stories 
were told of them, and of Barnes especially. Most 
of them were settled, aud steady business men by 
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this time. AL, it was known, had become rerj s«ri- 
oas, besides making bis fortime in cotton. Bob 
Homer managed the Bank ; and as for S. JoUyman, 
Hrs. S. J. took uncommon good care that he did n't 
break out of bounds any more ; why, he was not ei'en 
allowed to play a game at billiards, or to dine out 
without her. — I could go on giving you interesting 
particulars of a hundred members of the Xeircome 
aristocracy, were not our attention especially directed 
to one respectable family. 

All Barnes's endeavors at popularity were rain, 
partly from his own fault, and partly from the nature 
of mankind, and of the Kewcome folks especially, 
whom no single person could possibly conciliate. 
Thus, suppose he gave the advertisements to the "In> 
dependent," the old Blue paper the "Sentinel" 
very angry : suppose he asked Ur. Hunch, the Dia 
eenting minister, to bless the table-cloth after dinnerfl 
as he had begged Dr. Bulders to utter a beaedictid 
on the first course, Hunch and Bulders were botS 
angry. He subscribed to the races — what heatheaj 
ism! to the missionaries — what sanctimonious hui 
bug I And the worst was that Barnes, being youny 1 
at that time and not able to keep his tongue in order, 
could not help sayiug, not to, but of such and such aj 
man, that " he was an infernal ass, or a confounded 
old idiot," and so forth — jwevish phrases, whici 
undid in a moment the work of a dozen dinnerSf^ 
countless compliments, and months of grinning 
good-humor. 

Now he is wiser. He is very proud of being New- 
come of Newcumo, and quite believes that the place 
is his hereditiiry principality. But still, he says, his 
father was a fool for ever representing the borough. 
'•Dammy, sir," cries Sir Barnes, "never sit for a^ 




THE NEWCOiiES. 79 

place that lies at yoor park-gates, and, above all, 
never try to conciliate 'em. Cuiae 'em ! Hate 'em 
well, sir. Take a line, and flog the fellows on the 
other side. Since I have sat in Parliament for an- 
other plac«, I have saved myself I don't know bow 
much a year. I never go to High Chorch or Low ; 
don't give a shillin' to the confounded races, or the 
infernal sonp-tickets, or to the miserable missionaries; 
and at last live in quiet." 

So, in spite of all his subscriptions, and his coax- 
ing of the various orders of Newcomitea, Sir Barnes 
Xfiwcome was not popular among them; and while he 
had enemies on all sides, had sturdy friends not even 
on his own. Scarce a man but felt Barnes was laughing 
at him ; Bulders, in his pulpit, Holder, who seconded 
him in bis election, the ^ewcome society, and the 
ladies even more than the men, were uneasy under 
bis ominous familiarity, and recovered their good- 
humor when he left them. People felt as if it was a 
truce only, and not an alliance with him, and always 
speculated on the possibility of war : when he turned 
his back on them in the market, men felt relieved, 
and as they passed his gate looked with no friendly 
glances over his park-walL 

What happened within was perfectly familiar to 
many persons. Our friend was insolent to all bia 
servants ; and of course very well served, but very 
much disliked in consequence. The butler was famil- 
iar with Taplow — the housekeeper had a friend at 
Newcome : Mrs. Taplow, in fact, of the " King's 
Arms" — one of the grooms at Newcome Park kept 
company with Mrs. Bulders's maid : the incomings 
ftnd outgoings, the quarrels and tears, the company 
' from London, and all the doings of the folks at Sew- 
come Park were thus known to the neighborhood 
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poand about. The apothecary brought an awftil stotfa 
back from Xewcome. He had been called to Lady 1 
Clara in strong hysterical fits. He (oiind her ladjT^I 
ship «-ith a bruise oa h^r fane. Wheu Sir Bar&wJ 
approaehed her (he would not allow the medieol m 
to Bee her except in hia ftresence) she screamed, a 
bade him not come near her. These things did Mr. 
Vidler weakly impart to Mrs. Vidler: these, imder 
solemn vowa of secrecy. Mrs. Vidler told to one Of 
two friends. Sir Barnes and Lady Clara were BOen 
shopping together very graciouBiy in Newcome a 
short time afterwards ; j>ersoiis who dined at the 
Park said the Baronet and his wife seemed on very 
good terms; but — but that story of the bruised cheek 
remained in the minds of certain people, and lay by 
at compound intciest as such stones will 

Now, say people quarrel and make it up; or don't 
make it up, but wear a smirking face to society, and 
oall each other "my dear" and "my love," and 
smooth over their countenances before John, who en> 
ters with the ooals as they are barking and biting, or 
who announces the dinner as they are tearing each 
other's eyes out ? Snppose a woman is ever so miser- 
able, and yet smiles, and doesn't show her grief? 
"Qnite right," say ber jwndent friends, and her hus- 
band's relations above all. " My dear, you have too 
much propriety to exhibit your grief before the world, 
or above all, before the darling children." So to lie 
is your duty, to lie to your friends, to yourself if } 
can. to yonr children. 

Does this discipline of hypocrisy improve any n 
tal woman? Say she teams to smile aft«r a bloi 
do you suppose in this matter alone she wilt be I 
hypocrite ? Poor Lady Clara 1 I fancy a better I 
(or you than that to which fatv handed you over. 
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fimcy there need have been no deceit in your fond 
simple little heart could it but have been given into 
other keeping. But you were consigned to a master 
whose scorn and cruelty terrified you; under whose 
sardonic glances your scared eyes were afraid to look 
up, and before whose gloomy coldness you dared not 
be happy. Suppose a little plants yeiy frail and deli- 
cate from the first, but that might have bloomed 
flweetly and borne &ir flowers, had it received warm 
shelter and kindly nurture ; suppose a young creature 
taken out of her home, and given over to a hard mas- 
ter whose caresses are as insulting as his neglect; 
consigned to cruel usage; to weary loneliness; to 
bitter, bitter recoUectionB of the past; suppose her 
schooled into hypocrisy by tyranny — and then, quick, 
let us hire an advocate to roar out to a British jury 
the wrongs of her injured husband, to paint the 
agonies of his bleeding heart (if Mr. Advocate gets 
plaintifTs brief in time, and before defendant's attor- 
ney has retained him), and to show Society injured 
through him. Let us console that martyr, I say, with 
thumping damages; and as for the woman — the 
guilty wretch 1 — let us lead her out and stone her. 



VOL. XV. — 6 



CHAPTER VI. 



ROSA QUO LOCOBUH BEBA MOBATUR. 

Clivb Newcomb bore Ms defeat with such a cour- 
age ajid reaolutioQ as those who knew tlie young 
fellow's character were sure he would display. It 
was whilst he had a little lingering hope still that 
the poor lad was in the worst condition ; as a gambler 
is restless and unhappy whilst his last few guineas 
remain with him, and he ia venturing them against 
the overpowering chances of the bank. His last 
piece, however, gone, our friend rises up from that 
unlucky table — beaten at the contest but not broken 
in spirit. He goes back into the world again and 
withdraws from that dangerous excitement; some- 
times when he is alone or wakeful, tossing in his bed 
at nights, he may recall the fatal game, and think 
how he might have won it — think what a fool he was 
ever to have played it at all — but these cogitations 
Clive kept for himself. He was maguauimous enough 
not even to blame Ethel much, and to take her side 
gainst Ma father, who it must be confessed now ex- 
hibited a violent hostility against that young lady and 
her belongings. Slow to anger and utterly beyond 
deceit himself, when Thomas Newcome was once 
roused, or at length believed that he was cheated, woe 
to the offender I From that day forth, Thomas be- 
lieved no good of him. Every thought or action of 
his enemy's life seemed treason to the worthy Colonel. 
If Barnes gave a dinner-party, his uncle was ready to 
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fancy that tbe banker wanted to poison Bomebodj ; if 
he made a little speech in the House of Commons 
(Barnes did make little speeches in the House of 
Commons), the Colonel was sure some infemul con- 
spiracy lay under the villain's words. The whole 
of that branch of the Newcomes fared little better at 
their kinsman's hands — they were all deceitful, sor- 
did, heartless, worldly ; — Ethel herself no better now 
than the people who had bred her up. People hate, 
aa they love, unreasonably. Whether is it the more 
mortifying to us, to feel that we are disliked or liked 
imdeservedly ? 

Olive was not easy until he had the sea between 
him and his misfortune : and now Thomas Newcome 
had the chance of making that tour with his son 
which in early days had been such a favorite project 
with the good man. They travelled Ehinelaud and 
Switzerland together — they crossed into Italy — went 
from Milan to Venice (where Clive saluted the great- 
est painting in the world — the glorious "Assump- 
tion" of Titian) — they went to Trieste, and over the 
beautiful Styrian Alps to Vienna — they beheld the 
Danube, and the plain where the Turk and Sobteski 
fought. They travelled at a prodigious fast pace. 
They did not speak much to one another. They were 
a pattern pair of English travellers. I dare say many 
persons whom they met smiled to observe them ; and 
shrugged their shoulders at the aspect of eeg Anf/laia. 
They did not know the care in the yoimg traveller's 
mind ; and the deep temierness and solicitude of the 
elder. Clive wrote to say it was a very jileasant tour, 
but I think I should not have liked to join it. L^t us 
dismiss it in this single sentence. Other gentlemen 
have taken the same journey, and with sorrow per- 
haps as their silent fellow-traveller. How you re- 
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member the places afterwards and the thoughts vbid 
pursued you ! If in after days, when your ^ief i 
dead and buried, you revisit the scenes in which it 
was your companion, how its ghost rises and shows 
itself again ! Suppose this part of Mr. dive's life 
were to be described at length in several chapters, and 
Dot in a single brief sentence, what dreary pages they 
would be 1 In two or three months our friends saw a 
number of men, cities, mountains, rivers, and what 
not. It was yet early autumn when they were back 
in France again, and September found them at Brus- 
sels, where James Binuie, Esq., and his family were es- 
tablished in comfortable quarters, and where we may 
be sure Glive and his father were very welcome. 

Dragged abroad at first sorely against his will, 
James Binnie had found the Continental life pretty 
much to his liking. He had passed a winter at Paa, 
a summer at Vichy, where the waters had done him 
good. His ladies had made several charming foreign 
acquaintances. Mrs. Mackenzie had quite a list of 
Counts and Marchionesses among her friends. The 
excellent Captain Goby wandered about the country 
with them. Was it to Kosey, was it to her mother, 
the Captain was most attached 7 Eosey received him 
as a god-papa; Mrs. Mackenzie as a wicked, odious, 
good-for-nothing, dangerous, delightful creature. la 
it humiliating, is it consolatory, to remark, with what 
small wit some of our friends are amused ? The 
jovial sallies of Goby appeared exquisite to Rosey's 
mother, and to the girl probably : though that young 
Bahawder of a Clive Neweome chose to wear a grave 
face (confound his insolent airs !) at the very best of 
the Goby jokes. 

In Goby's train was his fervent admirer and insep> 
arable young friend, Clarence Hoby. Captain Hoby 
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and Captain Goby travelled the wgrld together, visited 
Hombourg and Baden, Chelteuham and Leamington, 
Paris and Brussels, in company, beluuged to the same 
club in London — the centre of all pleasure, fashion, 
and joy, for the young officer and the older cam- 
paigner. The jokes at the " Flag," the dinners at the 
" Flag," the committee of the " Flag," were the theme 
of their constant conversation. Goby fifty years old, 
unattached, and with dyed mustacbios, was the aSable 
comrade of the youngest member of his club ; when 
absent, a friend wrote him the last riddle from the 
smoking-room ; when present, his knowledge of 
horses, of cookery, wines, and cigars, and military 
history, rendered him a most acceptable companion. 
He knew thej history and achievements of every regi- 
ment in the army ; of every general and commanding 
officer. He was known to have been " out " more than 
once himself, and had made up a hundred quarrels. 
He was certainly not a man of an ascetic life or a pro- 
found intellectual culture: but though poor he was 
known to be moat honorable ; though more than 
middle-aged he was cheerful, busy, and kindly ; and 
though the youngsters called him Old Goby, he bore 
his years very gayly and handsomely, and I dare say 
numbers of ladies beside Mrs. Mackenzie thought 
him delightful. Goby's talk and rattle perhaps some- 
what bored James Binnie, but Thomas Newcome 
found the Captain excellent company ; and Goby did 
justice to the good qualities of the Colonel. 

CUve's father liked Brussels very well. He and 
his son occupied very handsome quarters, near the 
spacious apartments in the Park which James BJnnie's 
family inhabited. Waterloo was not far off, to which 
the Indian officer paid several visits with Cap- 
tain Goby for a guide { and many of Marlborough's 
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battle-fields were near, in which Goby certainly took i 
but a minor interest; but on the other band CUva 
beheld these with the greatest pleasure, and painted 
more than one dashing piece, in which Churchill and 
Eugene, Cutts and Cadogan were the heroes ; whoso 
flowing periwigs, huge boots, and thundering Flemish 
chargers were, be thought, more norel and picturesque 
than the Duke's surtout, and the French Grenadiers' 
hairy caps, which so many English and French artists 
have portrayed. 

Mr. and Mrs. Pendeimis were invited by our kind ' 
Colonel to pass a month — six months if they chose— 
Brussels, and were most splendidly entertained by our 
friends in that city. A suite of handsome rooms was 
set apart for us. My study communicated with Clive'a 
atelier. Many an hour did we pass, and many a ride 
and walk did we take together. I observed that CUve 
never mentioned Miss Kewoome's name, and Laura 
and I agreed that it was aa well not to recall it. Ouly 
once, when we read the death of Lady Gleulivat, Lord 
Farintosh's mother, in the newspaper, I remember to 
have said, "I suppose that marriage wUl be put oH , 
again." , 

"Qu'est-ce que cela me fait?" says >tr. Clive | 
gloomily, over his picture — a ebeerful piece repre- i 
senting Count Egmont going to execution ; in which , 
I imve the honor to figure as a halberdier, Captain 
Hoby as the Count, — and Captain Goby as tlie Duka ' 
of Alva, looking out of window. 

Mrs. Mackenzie was in a state of great happiness 
and glory during this winter. She had a carriage 
and worked that vehicle most indefatigably. Sha 
knew a great deal of good company at Brussels. She , 
had an evening for receiving. She herself went to 
countless evening-partiea, and had the joy of being | 
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invited to a couple of court-balls, at which I am 
bound to say her daughter and herself both looked 
very handsome. The Colonel brushed up his old uni- 
form and attended these entertainmenta. M. New- 
come fils, as I should judge, was not the worst-looking 
man in the room; and, aa these young people waltzed 
together (in which accomplishment CUve was very 
much more skilful than Captain Hoby), I dare say 
many people thought he and Bosey made a pretty 
couple. 

Sfost persons, my wife included, difficult aa that 
lady is to please, were pleased with the pretty little 
Rosey. She sang charmingly now, and looked so 
while singing. If her mother would but have omit- 
ted that choms, which she cackled perseveringly 
behind her daughter's pretty back : about Eosey's 
angelic temper ; about the compliments Signor Polo- 
nini paid her; about Sir Horace Daah, our minister, 
intisting upon her singing " Batti Batti " over again, 
and the Archduke clapping hia hands and saying, 
"Oh, yes!" about Count Vanderslaapcn's attentions 
to her, etc., eta ; but for these constant remarks of 
Mrs. Mack's, I am sure no one would have been bet- 
ter pleased with Miss Eosey's singing and behavior 
than myself. As for Captain Hoby, it was easy to 
see how he was affected towards Miss Rosalind's 
music and person. 

And indeed few things could be pleasanter than to 
watch the behavior of this pretty little maid with her 
Uncle James and his old chum the Colonel. The lat- 
ter was soon as fond of her as James Binnie himself, 
whose face used to lighten with pleasure whenever it 
turned towards hers. She seemed to divine his 
wants, aa she would trip across the room to fulfil 
them. She skipped into the carriage and covered his 
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feet with a ebawl —James waa lazy and ohilly doW 
— when he took his drive. She sat opposite to him.^ 
and smiled on him ; and, if he dozed, quick, another 
handkerchief was round his neck. 1 do not know 
vhether she understood his jokes, but she saluted 
them always with a sweet kind smile. How sho , 
kissed him, and how delighted she was if he brought | 
her a bouquet for her ball that night ! One day, t 
upon occasion of one of these balls, James and I 
Thomas, those two old boys, absolutely came into 
Mrs. Mackenzie's drawing-room with a bouquet 
apiece for Miss Rosey^ and there waa a fine 
laughing. 

" O you little Susanna 1 " gays James, after taking 
his usual payment j " now go and pay t' other elder." 
Rosey did not quite understand at first, being, you 
see, more ready to laugh at jokes than to comprehend 
them; but when she did, I promise you she looked 
uncommonly pretty as she advanced to Colonel New- 
come and put that pretty fresh cheek of hers up. to 
his grizzled mustacliio. 

" I protest I don't know which of you blushes the 
most," chuckled James Binnie — and the truth is, the J 
old man and the young girl had both hung out thoM>l 
signals of amiable distress. 

On this day, and as Miss Bosey was to be over- 
powered by flowers, who should come presently to 
dinner but Captsun Hoby, with another bouquet ! 
on which Uncle James said Boaey should go to thft < 
ball like an American Indian, with her scalps aCI 
her belt. 

" Scalps 1 " cries Mrs. Mackenzie. 

" Scalps I law, Uncle ! " exclaims Miss Rosey. 1 
" What can you mean by anything so horrid ? 

Qoby recalls to Mrs. Mack, Hook-ee-ma-gooah, tbft J 
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Indian chief, ^hom slie must have seen when the 
Hundred and Fiftieth were at Quebec, aud who had 
his lodge full of them ; and who used to lie about the 
barracks so drunk, and who used to beat hia poor lit- 
tle European wife ; and presently Mr, Clive New- 
come joins this company, when the chirping, tittering, 
joking, laughing cease somehow. 

Has Clive brought a bouquet too? No. He has 
never thought about a bouquet. He is dressed in 
black, with long hair, a long mustachio, and melan- 
choly imperial. He looks very handsome, but aa 
glum as an undertaker. And James Binnie says, 
" Egadf Tom, they used to call you the knight of the 
woful countenance, and Clive has just inherited the 
paternal mug." Then James calls out in a cheery 
Toice, " Dinner, dinner ! " and trots off with Mrs. 
Pendennis imder hia arm ; Rosey nestles up against 
the Colonel ; Goby and Mrs. Mack walk away arm-in- 
arm, very contentedly ; and I don't know with which 
of her tiixee nosegays pretty Bosey apoeats at the 
ball. 



Our stay with our friends at Brussels could not be 
prolonged beyond a month, for at the end of that 
period we were under an engagement to other friends 
in England, who were good enough to desire the pres- 
ence of Mrs, Pendennis and her suite of baby, nurse, 
and husband. So we presently took leave of Koeey 
and the Campaiguer, of the two stout elders, aud our 
melancholy young Clive, who bore us company to 
Antwerp, and wlio won Laura's heart by the neat way 
in which he took her child on board ship. Poor 
fellow \ bow sad he looked as he bowed to us and took 
oS his hat I His eyes did not seem to be looking at 
us, thougli: they and his thoughts were turned an- 
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other way. He moved off immediately, witb hifl 
head dowrt, pufBng bis eternal cigar, and lost in his 
own meditations ; our going or our staying was of 
very little importance to the lugubrioua youth. 

" I think it was a great pity they came to BruBsels," 
Bays Laura, as we sat on the deck, while her uncon- 
scious infant was cheerful, and whil» the water of the 
lazy Scheldt as yet was smooth. 

" Who ? The Colonel and Clive 7 They are very 
handsomely lodged. They have a good tnaitre-d' hotel. 
Their dinners, I am sure, are excellent ; and your 
child, Madam, is as healthy as it possibly can be." 

" Blessed darling ! Yes ! " (Blessed darling crows, 
moos, jumps in his nurse's arms, and holds out a little 
mottled hand for a biscuit of Savoy, which mamma 
supplies.) " I can't help thinking, Arthur, that 
Eosey would have been much happier as Mrs. Holy 
than she will lie as Mrs. Newcome." 

" Who thinks of her being Mrs. Newcome ? " 

"Her mother, her uncle, and Olive's father. Bince 
the Colonel has been so rich, T think Mrs. Mackenzie 
sees a great deal of merit in Clive. Eosey will do 
anything her mother bids her. Tf Clive can be 
brought to the same obedience, Uncle James and the 
Colonel will be delighted. XJncle James has set his 
heart on this marriage. (He and his sister agree 
upon this point.) He told me, last night, that he 
would sing ' Nunc dimittis,' could he but see the two 
children happy ; and that he shoidd lie easier in pur- 
gatory if thiit could be brought about." 

" And what did you say, Laura ? " 

" I laugheil, and told Uncle James I was of the 
Hoby faction. He is very good-natured, frank, honest, 
and gentlemanlike, Mr. Hoby, But Uncle James siud 
he thought Mr. Hoby was so — well, so stupid — that 
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his Eoaey would be tlirown away upon the poor Cap- 
tain. So I did not tell Uncle James that, before 
Clive'a arrival, Rosey had found Captain Hoby far 
from Btiipid. He used to sing duets with her; he 
used to ride with her before Clive came. Last winter, 
when they were at Pau, I feel certain Miss Rosey 
thought Captain Hoby very pleasant indeed. She 
thinks she was attached to Clive formerly, and now 
she admires him, and is dreadfully afraid of him. He 
is taller and handsomer, and richer and cleverer than 
Captain Hoby, certainly," 

" 1 should think so, indeed," breaks out Mr. Pen- 
dennis, " \Vhy, my dear, Clive is as fine a fellow as 
one can see on a summer's day. It does one good to 
look iit him. What a pair of frank bright blue eyea 
he has, or used to have, tiU this mishap overclouded 
them 1 What a pleasant laugh he has ! What a well- 
built, agile figure it is — what pluck, and spirit, and 
honor there is about my young chap ! I don't say he 
is a genius of the highest order, but he is the stanch- 
est, the bravest, the cheeriest, the most truth -telling, 
the kindest heart. Compare him and Hoby 1 Why, 
Clive is an eagle, and yonder little creature a mousing 
owl ! " 

"I like to hear you speak so," cries Mrs. Laura, 
Tery tenderly. " People say that you are always 
sneering, Arthur; but I know my husband better. 
We know papa better, don't we baby ? " (Here my 
wife kisses the infant Pendennis with great effusion, 
who has come up dancing on his nurse's arms.) 
"But," Haya she, coming back and snuggling by her 
husljand's side again — " but suppose yonr favorite 
Clive ia an eagle, Arthur, don't you think he had 
better have an eagle for a mate ? If he were to 
marry little Kosey, I dare say he would be very good 
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to her ; but I think neither he nor she would be very 
happy. My dear, she does not care for his pursuits ; 
she does not understand him when he ta^. The 
two captains, and Eosey and I, and the Campaigner, 
as you call her, laugh, and talk, and prattle, and have 
the merriest little jokes with one another, and we all 
are as quiet as mice when you and Glive come in." 

^< What, am I an eagle too ? I have no aquiline 
pretensions at all, Mrs. Pendennis." 

"No. Well, we are not afraid of yatu We are not 
afraid of papa, are we, darling ? " this young woman 
now calls out to the other member of her family ; who 
if you will calculate, has just had time to be walked 
twice up and down the deck of the steamer, whilst 
Laura has been making her speech about eagles. And 
soon the mother, child, and attendant descend into the 
lower cabins: and then dinner is announced: and 
Captain Jackson treats us to champagne from his end 
of the table : and yet a short while, and we are at sea, 
and conversation becomes impossible; and morning 
sees us under the gray London sky, and amid the 
million of masts in the Thames. 



CHAPTER Vn. 



AND KBWCOME. 

The friends to whom we were engaged in England 
were Florae and hia wife, Madame la Priiicesae de 
Montcontour, who were determined to spend the Christ- 
mas holidays at the Princess's country-«eat. It was 
for the iirst time since their reconciliation that the 
Prince aud Princess dispensed their hospitalities at 
the latter'a chateau. It is situated as the reader has 
already been informed, at some five miles from the 
town of Newcome ; away from the chimneys and 
smoky atmosphere of that place, in a sweet country 
of rural woodlands ; over which quiet villages, gray 
church spires, aud ancient gabled farm-houses are 
fluattered : still rearing the peaceful aspect wliich be- 
longed to them when Newcome was as yet but an an- 
tiquated country town, before mills were erected on 
its river banks, and dyes and cinders blackened its 
stream, Twenty years since Newcome Park was the 
only great house in that district ; now scores of fine 
villas have sprung up in the suburb lying between the 
town and park. Newcome New Town, as everybody 
knows, has grown round the park-gates, and the "New 
Town Hotel" (where the railway station is) is a 
splendid structui'e in the Tudor style, more ancient in 
appearance than the park itself ; surrounded by little 
antique villas with spiked gables, stacks of crooked 
chimneys, and plate-glass windows looking upon trim 
lawns ; with glistening hedges of evergreens, spotless 
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gravel walks, and Elizabethan gig-bouses. Under tlia 
great railway viaduct of tbe New Town goes the old 
tranquil winding London bigb-road, once busy with a 
score of gay coaches, and ground by innumerable 
wheels ; but at a few miles from tbe New Town Station 
the road has become so mouldy that the grass actually 
grows on it ; and Rosebury, Madame de MontCOQ- 
tour'a house, stands at one end of a village-green, 
which is even more quiet now than it was a hundred 
years ago. 

When first Madame de Florae bought the place, it 
scarcely ranked amongst tbe county bouses ; and she, 
tbe sister of manufacturers at Newcome and Slan- 
Chester, did not of course visit the county families. 
A homely little body, married to a Frenchman from 
whom she was separated, may or may not have done a 
great deal of good in her village, have had pretty gai^ 
dens, and won prizes at the Newcome flower and fruit 
shows ; but, of course, she was nobody in such aa 

aristocratic county as we all know shire is, Sha 

had Ler friends and relatives from Newcome. Many 
of them were Quakers — many were retail shopkeepera. 
She even frequented the little branch Ebenezer, on 
Rosebury Green; and it was only by her charities and 
kindness at Christmas-time that the Rev. Dr. Potter, 
the rector at Rosebury, knew her. The old clergy, yon 
see, live with the county families. Good little 
Madame de Florae was pitied and patronized by the 
Doctor ; treated with no little superciliouBness by Mrs, 
Potter, and the young ladies, who only kept the first 
society. Even when her rich brother died, and she got 
her share of all that money, Mrs. Potter said poor 
Madame de Florae did well in not trying to move out 
of her natural sphere (Mrs. P. was the daughter of a 
bankrupt hattei in London, and had herself been gov- 
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erness in a noble family, out of which she married 
Mr. P. who was private tutor). Madame de Florae 
did well, she said, not to endeavor to leave her natural 
sphere, and that The County never would receive her. 
Tom Potter, the rector's son, with whom I had the 
good fortune to be a fellow-student at Saint Boniface 
College, Oxbridge, — a rattling, forward, and, it must 
be owned, vulgar youth, — asked me whether Florae 
was not a billiard-marker by profession ? and was even 
80 kind as to cautiou Ms slaters not to speak of bil- 
liards before the lady of Rosebury, Tom was sor- 
prlsed to learn that Monsieur Paul de Florae was a 
gentleman of lineage, incomparably better than that of 
any except two or three families in England (including 
your own, my dear and respected reader, of course, If 
you hold to your pedigree). But the truth la, heraj- 
dically speaking, that union with the Higgs of Man- 
chester was the first misalliance which the Florae 
family had made for long long years. Not that I 
would wish for a moment to insinuate that any noble- 
man is equal to an English nobleman ; nay, that an 
English snob, with a coatrof-arras bought yesterday, or 
stolen oat of Edmonaton, or a pedigree purchased 
from a peerage-maker, has not a right to look down 
upon any of your paltry foreign nobility. 

One day the carriage-aud-four came in state from 
Newcome Park, with the well-known chaste liveries of 
the Newcomes, and drove up Rosebury Green, towards 
the parsonage-gate, where Mrs. and the Miss Potters 
happened to be standing, cheapening fish from a don- 
key-man, with whom they were in the habit of dealing. 
The ladies were in their pokiest old head-gear and 
most dingy gowns, when they perceived the carriage 
approaching; and considering, of course, that the visit 
of the Park people was intended for them, dashed into 
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the rectory to change their clothes, leavii^ Bowkins, 
the costermonger, in the very midst of the negotiation 
about the three mackerel. Mamma got that new bon- 
net out of the band-box ; Lizzy and Liddy skipped up 
to their bedroom, and brought out tliose dresses which 
they wore at the dejeHjier at the "Kewcome A.the- 
nseum," when Lord Leveret came down to lecture ; 
into which they no sooner had hooked their lovely 
shonldera, thim they reflected with terror that ip u min ft 
had been altering one of papa's flannel waistooats, and 
had left it in the drawing-room, when they were called 
out by the song of Bowkina, and the appearance of his 
donkey's ears over the green gate of the rectory. To 
think of the Park people coming, and the drawing-room 
in that dreadful state ! 

But when they came down ataira, the Park people 
were not in the room — the woollen garment was still 
on the table (liow they plunged it into the chifEoniarl) 
— and the only visitor was Kowkins, the costermonger, 
grinning at the open Frencli windows, with the three 
mackerel, and crying, " Make it sixpence. Miss — don't 
say fippens, Ma'am, to a pore fellow that has a wife 
and fimily." So that the young ladies had to cry— 
" Impudence 1 " " Got away, yon vulgar, insolent 
creature t — (Jo tonnd, sir, to the back-door." " How 
dare you ? " and the like ; fearing lest Lady Ann New- 
come, and young Ethel, and Barnes should enter in 
the midst of this ignoble controversy. 

They never came at all — those Park people. How 
very odd ! They passed the rectory-gate ; they drove 
on to Madame de Florae's lodge. They went in. 
They stayed for half an hoar ; the horses driving round 
and round the gravel road before the house; and Mrs, 
Potter and tiie girls, speedily going to the upper cham- 
bers, and looking out of the room where the maids 
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slept, saw Lady Ann, Ethel, and Barnes walking with 
Madame de I'lorac, going into the conservatories, 
issuing thence with MaoWhirter, the gardener, bearing 
huge bunches of grapes and large fasces of flowers ; 
they saw Barnes talking in the most respectful man- 
ner to Madame de Florae ; and when they went down 
stairs and had their work before them — Liddy her 
gilt music-book, Lizzy her embroidered altar-cloth, 
mamma her scarlet cloak for one of the old women — 
they had the agony of seeing the barouche over the 
railings whisk by, with the Park people inside, and 
Barnes driving the four horses. 

It waa on that day when Barnes had determined to 
take up Madame de Florae ; when he waa bent upon 
reconciling her to her husband. In spite of all Mrs, 
Potter's predictions, the county families did come and 
visit the manufacturer's daughter ; and when Madame 
de Florae became Madame la Priucesse de Motitcon- 
tour, when it was announced that she waa coming to 
stay at Rosebury for Christmas, I leave you to imag- 
ine whether the circumstance was or was not men. 
tioned in the " Newcome Sentinel " and the " Newcome 
Independent ; " and whether Rev. G. Potter, D.D., and 
Mrs. Potter did or did not call on the Prince and 
Princess. I leave you to imagine whether the lady 
did or did not inspect all the alterations which Vin- 
oer's people from Kewcome were making at Rosebury 
House — the chaste yellow satin and gold of the draw- 
ing-room — the carved oak for the dining-room — the 
chintz for the bedrooms — the Princess's apartment — 
the Prince's apartment — the guests' apartments — 
the smoking-room, gracious goodness I — the stables 
(these were under Tom Potter's superintendence), 
" and I 'm dashed," says he one day, " if here does n't 
come a billiard-table t " 
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The house was most comfortably and sni^ly ajk ] 
pointed from top to bottom ; and thus It will be 8e«B 
that Mr. and Mrs. Pendennis were likely to be in very 
good quarters for their Christmas of 1S4 — . 

Tom Potter was ao kind as to call on me two days 
after our arrival; and to greet me in the Princess's 
pew at church on the previous day. Before desiring 
to be introduced to my wife, he requested me to pre- 
sent him to my &iend the Prince. Ue called him 
your Highness. His Highness, who had behaved 
with exemplary gravity, save once when he shrieked 
an " ah ! " as Miss Liddy led off the children in the 
organ-loft in a hymn, and the whole pack went wo- 
fully out of tune, complimented Monsieur Tom on the 
sermon of Monsieur his father. Tom walked back 
with us to Roaehury Lodge gate. "Will you not 
come in, and make party of bQliard with me ? '' says 
his Highness. "Ah, pardon I I forgot, you do not 
play the billiard the Sunday ! " " An}/ other dag, 
Prince, I shall be delighted," aaya Tom ; and squeezed i 
Ms Highuess's hand tenderly at parting. "Toiu 
comrade of college was he?" asks Florae. "My I 
dear, what men are these comrades of college 1 What J 
men are you English I My word of honor, tliere are 1 
some of them here — if I were to say to them wav I 
my boots, they would take them and wax theml I 
Oidst thou see how the Reverend eyed us dtiring 1 
the sermon ? He regarded us over his book, my J 
word of honor ! " 

Madame de Florae said simply, she wished tlifl I 
Pruice would go and hear Mr. Jacob at the Ebenezet. J 
Mr. Potter was not a good preaclier certainly. 

" Savez-YOUB qu'elle est furieusement belle la filla ^ 
du Reverend ?" whispered his Highness to me, "I I 
have made eyes at her during the sermon. They wiltl 
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be of pretty neighbors these Meess ! " and Paul looked 
unutterably roguish and victorious as he spoke. To 
my wife, I am bound to say, Monsieur de Montcon- 
tour allowed a courtesy, a respect and kindness, that 
Gould not be exceeded. He admired her. He paid 
liet compliments iniiumeiable, and gave me, I am 
sure, sincere congratidationa at possessing such a 
treasure. I do not think he doubted about hia power 
of conquering her or any other of the daughters of 
women. But I waa the friend of his misfortunes — 
his guest J and he spared me. 

I have seen nothing more amusing, odd, and pleaa- 
ant than Florae at this time of his prosperity. We 
arrived, as this veracious chronicle has already asserted, 
on a Saturday evening. We were conducted to our 
most comfortable apartments; with crackling tires 
blazing on the hearths, and every warmth of welcome. 
Florae expanded and beamed with good-nature. He 
shook me many times by the hand ; he patted me ; he 
called me his good — his brare. He cried to his 
mailre d" koteL "Frederic, remember Monsieur is 
master here ! Eun before his orders. Prostrate thy- 
self to him. He was good to me in the days of my 
misfortune. Hearest thou, FrMcric ? See that every- 
thing be done for Monsieur Pendennis — for Madame 
aa eharmante lady — for her angelic infant, and the 
bonne. None of thy garrison tricks with that young 
person, FredtSric, vieux sc^Urat I Garde-toi de lib, 
Fr^d^ric: ai non, je t'envoie k Botani Bay; je to 
tn^luis devant le Lord Maire I 

"En Angleterre je me fais Anglais, vois-tu, mon 
ami," continued the Prince. " Demain o'est Sunday, 
et tn vas voir! I hear the bell, dress thyself for the 
dinner — my friend!" Here there was another 
squeeze of both hands from the good-natured fellow. 
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"It do good to my 'art to 'ave you in my 'ousel 
Heuh I " He hugged his guest | lie had teara in his 
eyes as he performed this droll, this kind embrace. 
Not less kind iu her way, though leas espaneive and 
embvacive, was Madame de Monteontour to my wife, 
as I found on comjiaring notes witli that young woman, 
when the day's hospitalities were ended. The little 
Princess trotted from bed-chamber to nursery to see 
that everj-thing was made comfortable for her gnests. 
She sat and saw the child washed and put to bed. 
She had never Ijeheld 6uch a little angel. She brought 
it a fine toy to play with. She and her grim old maid 
frightened the little creature at first, but it was very 
speedUy reconciled to their countenances. She was 
in the nursery as early as the child's mother. " Ah ! " 
sighed the poor little woman, "how happy you must 
be to have one." In fine my wife was quite overcome 
by her goodness and welcome. 

Sunday morning arrived in the course of time, and 
then Florae appeared as a most wonderful Briton 
indeed ! He wore top-boots and buckskins ; and after 
breakfast, when he went to church, a white great-coat 
with a little cape, in which garment he felt that his 
similarity to an English gentleman was perfect. In 
conversation with his grooms and aen-ants he swore 
freely, — not that he was accustomed to employ oatha 
in his own private talk, but he thought the employ- 
ment of these expletives necessary as an English 
country gentleman. He never dined without a roast 
beef, and insisted that the piece of meat should be 
bleeding, "as you love it, you others." He got Up 
boxing-matches ; and kept birds for combats of 
cock. He assumed the sporting langm^ with ad- 
mirai'le enthusiasm — drove over to cover with a 
ttfj/pirv — rode across coutri like a good one — was 
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splendid Id the hunting-field 'ia.ji is velvet cap and 
KapoleoQ boots, and made the HuqC wfilcome at Rose- 
biiry, where his good-natured little' wife. was as kind 
to the gentlemen in scarlet as she used io.be of old to 
the stout Dissenting geutlemen in blu^k, w^o sang 
hymns and spake sermons on her lawn. 'Hie'se folks, 
Beared at the change which had taken pW-e .In tlig 
little Princess's habits of life, lamented her faliiillj. 
away; but in the county she and her husband got'a 
great popularity, and in Newcome town itself they 
were not less liked, for her benefactions were unceas- 
ing, and Paul's affability the theme of all praise. The 
" Newcome Independent " and the " Newcome Senti- 
nel " both paid him compliments ; the former journal 
contrasting his behavior with that of Sir Barnes, their 
Member. Florae's pleasure was to drive his Princess 
with four horses into Newcome, He called his car- 
riage his "trappe," his "drague." The street-boys 
cheered and hurrahed the Prince as he passed through 
the town. One haberdasher had a yellow stock called 
" The Montcontour " displayed in his windows ; another 
had a pink one marked " The Princely," and as such 
recommended it to the young Newcome gents. 

The drague conveyed us once to the neighboring 
house of Newcome, whither my wife accompanied 
Madame de Montcontour at that lady's own request, 
to whom Laura very properly did not think fit to coU' 
fide her antipathy for Lady Clara Newcome, Coming 
away from a great house, how often she and I, ego- 
tistical philosophers, thanked our fates that our own 
home was a small one I How long will great houses 
last in this world ? Do not their owners now prefer 
a lodging at Brighton, or a little entresol on the Bou- 
levard, to the solitary ancestral palace in a park 
barred round with snow? We were as glad to get 
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out of ^ewoome Aa-oHtni a prison. My wife and ouz 
hostess skippeil.^tiiC^.the carriage, aud began to talk 
freely as the .lot^-gatea closed after us. Would wa 
be lords of vj^^ a plaoe uuder the penalty of li\-ing in 
it ? Wa d^ed that the little angle o£ earth called 
Fai^oaks-was dearer to us than the clumsy Xewcoms 
pUe (jf Tudor masonry. The house had been fitted up 
.Ip.Ttbe time of George IV. and the quasi-gothic revival. 
' We were made to pass through Gothlo dining-rooms, 
• where there was now no hospitality, — Gothic draw- 
ing-rooms shrouded in brown hollands, to one little 
room at the end of the dusky suite, where Lady Clara 
sat alone, or in the company of the nurses and chil- 
dren. The blank gloom of the place had fallen opon 
the poor lady. Even when my wife talked aboat 
children (good-natured Madame deMontooutour vaunt- 
ing ours as a prodigy) Lady Clara did not brighten 
up ! Her pair of young ones was exlubited and with- 
drawn. A something weighed upon the woman. We 
talked about Ethel's marriage. She said it was fixed i 
for the new year, she believed. She did not know I 
whether Glenlivat had been very handsomely fitted I 
up. She had not seen Lord Fariutosli's house in, Lon- 
don. Sir Barnes oame down once — twice — of a Sat- 
urday sometimes, for three or four days to bunt, to 
amuse himself, as all men do, she supiKised. She did 
not know when he was coming again. She rang Ian- 
guidly when we roue to take leave, and sank baok on 
her sofa, where lay a heap of French novels, " She 
has chosen some pretty books," says Paul, aa wa 
drove through the sombre avenues through the gi'ay 
park, mists lying about the melancholy ornamental 
waters, dingy herds of huddled sheep speckling the 
grass here and there ; no smoke rising up from the 
great stackfi of chimneya of the building we were leav- 
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ing behind ns, save one little feeble thread of white 
which we knew came £rom the fire by which the lonely 
mistress of Newcome was seated, " Ouf ! " cries 
Florae, playing his whip, aa the lotlge-gatea closed ou 
us, and his team of horses rattled merrily along tho 
road, " what a blessing it is to be out of that vault of 
a place ! There is something fatal in this house — in 
this woman. One smells misfortune there." 

The hotel which our friend Florae patronized oa 
occasion of his visits to Newcome was the " Kiug's 
Arras," and It happened one day, as we entered that 
place of entertainment in company, that a visitor of 
the house was issuing through the hall, to whom 
Florae seemed aa if he would adaniuister one of his 
customary embraces, and to whom the Prince called 
out "Jack," with great warmth and kindness aa he 
ran towards the stranger. 

Jack did not appear to be particularly well pleased 
on beholding ns j he rather retreated from before tho 
PreDcbmitn's advancea. 

" My dear Jack, my good, my brave 'Ighgate ! I am 
delighted to see you ! " Florae continues, rpgardlesa of 
the strangar'a reception, or of the landlord's looka 
towards us, who was bowing the Prince into his very 
best room. 

" How do you do, Monsieur de Florae ? " growls the 
new comer, surlily ; and was for moving on after this 
brief salutation ; but having a second tliought seem- 
ingly, turned back and followed Florae into the apart- 
ment whitlier our host conducted us, A la bonTie 
heure! Florae renewed his cordial greetings to Lord 
Highgate. " I knew not, mon bon, what fly had stung 
you," aaya he to my lord. The landlord rubbing hia 
hands, smirking and bowing, was anxious to know 
whether the Prince would take anything after his 
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drive. Aa the Prince's attendant aud friend, the 

lustre of his reception partially illiuniuataj me. 
"When the chief was not by, I was treated with great 
attention (mingled with a certain degree of familiarity) 
by my landlord. 

Lord Highgate waited nntil Mr. Taplow was out of 
the room ; and then said to Florae, " Don't csill me by 
mj name here, please, Florae, I am here incog." 

" Piait-il," aska Florae, " where is incog, ? " He 
laughed when the word was interpreted to him. 
Lord Highgate had turned to me. " There was no 
rudeness, you understand, intended, Mr. Pendennis, 
but I am down here on some business, and don*t care 
to \vear the handle to my name. Fellows work it so, 
don't you understand ? never leave you at rest in a 
country town — that sort of thing. Heard of cm 
friend Clive lately ? " 

" Whether you 'ave 'andle or no 'andle, Jack, you 
ate always the bien^enu to me. What ia thy aSair ? 
Old monster I I wager — " 

"No, no, no such nonsense," says Jack, rather 
eagerly. " I give you my honor, I — I want to — to 
raise a sum of money — that is, to invest some in a 
speculation down here — deuced good the speculations 
down here ; and, by the way, if the landlord asks you, 
I 'm Mr. Harris — I 'm a civil engineer — I 'm waiting 
for the arrival of the ' Canada ' at Liverpool from 
America, and very uneasy about my brother who ia 
OD board." 

" What does he recount to us there ? Keep these 
stories for the landlord. Jack; to us 'tis not the pain 
to lie. My good Mr. Harris, why have we not seen 
you at Rosebury ? The Princess will scold me if you 
do not come ; and you must bring your dear lirotlier 
when he arrive too. Do you hear ? " The last part 
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oi the sentence was ottered for Mr. Taplow's benefit, 
who had re-entered the " George " beariag a tray of 
wine and biscuit. 

The Master of Rosebury and Mr, Harris went out 
presently to look at a horse which was waiting the 
former's Inspection in the stable-yard of the hotel. 
The landlord took advantage of his business to hear 
a bell which never was rung, and to ask me questions 
about the guest who had been staying at his house for 
a week past. Did I know that party ? Mr. I'endeo- 
nis said, " Yea, he knew that party." 

" Most respectable party, I have no doubt 1 " oon- 
tinues Boniface, 

" Do you suppose the Prince of Monteontoiir knows 
ant/ but respectable parties ? " asks Mr. Pendeniiis — 
a query of which the force was so great as to discomfit 
and silence our laudlord, who retreated to ask qaee- 
tions concerning Mr. Harris of Florae's grooms. 

What was Highgate's business here ? Was it mine 
to know ? I might have suspicions, but should I 
entertain them, or communicate them, and had I not 
best keep them to myself ? I exchanged not a word 
on the subject of Highgate with Florae, as we drove 
home; though from the way in which we looked at 
one another, each saw that the other was acquainted 
with that unhappy gentleman's secret. We fell to 
talking about Madame la Duchesse d'lvry as we 
trotted on; and then of English manners by way of 
contrast, of intrigues, elopements, Gretna Grin, etc 
etc. " You are a droll nation 1 " says Florae. " To 
make love well, you must absolutely have a ekaiae-de- 
poate, and a scandal afterwards. If our affairs of this 
kind made themselves on the grand route, what armies 
of postilions we should need I " 

I held my peace. In that vision of Jack Belslze I 
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saw misery, guilt, children dishonored, homes deserted, 

— ruin for all the actors and victims of the wretched 
couspirany, Laura marked my disturbance when we 
reached home. She even divined the cause of it, and 
charged me with it at night, when we sat alone by onr 
dresaing-room lire, and had taken leave of our kEnd 
entertainers. Then, under her cross-examination, I 
own that I told what I had seen — Lord Highgate, 
under a. feigned name, staying at Newcome. It might 
be nothing. " Nothing ! Gracious heavens I Could 
not this crime and misery be stopped ? " " It might 
lie too late," I^aura's husband said sadly, bending down 
his head into the fire. 

She was silent too for a while. I could see sbs was 
engaged where pious women ever will betake them- 
selves in moments of doubt, of grief, of pnin, of sepa- 
ration, of joy even, or whatsoever otlior trial. They 
have but to will, and as it were an inrisible temple 
rissB round them ; tlieir hearts can kneel down there ; 
and they have an audience of the great, the merciful, 
untiring CouUBellor and Consoler. She would not have 
been frightened at Death near at hand- 1 have known 
her to tend the poor round about us, or to bear pain 

— not her own merely, but even her children's and 
mine, with a surpnsing outward constancy and calm. 
But the idea of this crime being enacted close at hand, 
and no help for it — quite overcame her. I believe 
she lay awake all that night; and rose quite haggard 
and pale after the bitter thoughts which had deprived 
her of rest. 

She embraced her own child with ertraordinaiy 
tenderness Uiat morning, and even wept over it, call- 
ing it by a thousand fond names of maternal endear- 
ment. " Would I leave you, my darling — could I 
ever, over, ever quit you, my blessing and treasurel" 
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The unconscious little tUog, hugged to his mother's 
boaom, and scared at her tones and tragic face, clung 
frightened and weeping round Laura's neck. Would 
you ask what the husband's feelings were as he looked 
at that sweet love, that sublime tenderness, that pure 
Saint blessing his life. Of all the gifts of Heaven to 
us below that felicity is the sum and the chief. I trenw 
ble as I hold it lest I should lose it, and be left alona 
in the blank world without it. 

Breakfast was scarcely over when Laura asked for 
a pony-carriage, and said she was bent on a private 
visit. She took her baby and nurse with her. She 
refused our company, and would not even say whither 
she was bound until she had passed the lodge^ate. 
I may have suspected what the object was of her 
journey. Florae and I did not talk of it. We rode 
out to meet the hounds of a cheery wintry morn- 
ing ; on another day I might have been amused with 
my host — the splendor of his raiment, the neatness 
of his velvet cap, the gloss of his huuting-boots ; the 
cheers, shonts, salutations to dog and man ; the oaths 
and outcries of this Nimrod, who shouted louder than 
the whole field and the whole pack too — but on this 
morning I was thinking of the tragedy yonder enacb- 
ing, and came away early from the hunting-field, and 
found my wife already returned to Kosebiiry. 

Laura had been, as I suspected, to Lady Clara. 
She did not know why, indeed. She scarce knew 
what she should say when she arrived — how she 
could say what she had in her mind. " I hoped, 
Arthur, that I should have something — something 
told me to say," whispered Laura, with her head on 
my shoulder ; " and as I lay awake last night thinking 
of her, prayed — that is, hoped, I might tiiid a word 
of consolation tor that poor lady. Do vou know I 
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think she has hardly ever heard a kind word ? 
said so; she was very much affected after 1 
talked together a little. 

" At first she was very indifferent ; cold and haughty 
in her ma-nner ; asked what had caused the pleasure 
of this visit, for I would go in, though at the lodge 
they told me her ladyship was unwell, and they 
thought received no company. I said I wanted to 
show our boy to her — that the children ought to be 
acquainted — I don't know what I said. She seemed 
more and more surprised — then all of a sudden — I 
don't know how — I said, ' Lady Clara, I have had a 
dream about you and your children, and I was so 
frightened that I came over to you to speak about it.' 
And I had the dream, Pen ; it came to me absolutely 
as I was speaking to her. 

" She looked a little scared, and I went on telling 
her the dream. ' My dear,' I said, ' I dreamed that I | 
saw you happy with those children.' 

" ' Happy I ' says she — the three were playing in 
the conservatory, into whieh her sitting-roOm opens, 

'"And that a bad spirit came and tore them from 
you ; and drove you out into the darkness ; and I saw 
yon wandering about quite lonely and wretched, and 
looking back into the ^rden where the children were 
playing. And you asked and implored to see them ; 
and the Keeper at the gate aaid, " No, never." And , 
then — then I thought they passed by you, and they . 
did not know you.' 

" ' Ah,' said Lady Clara. 

"'And then I thought, as we do in dreams, yen | 
know, that it was my child who was separated from 
me, and who would not know me : and oh, what a 
pang that was I Fancy that. Let us pray God it waa 
only a dream. And worse than that^ when you, when 
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I implored to come to the child, and the man said, 
" No, never," I thought there came a spirit — an angel 
that fetched the child to heaven, and you said, " Let 
me come too ; oh, let me come too, I am so miserable." 
And the angel said, "No, never, never." ' 

" By this time Lady Clara was looking very pale. 
'What do you mean?' she asked of me," Laura 
continued. 

" ' Oh, dear lady, for the aake of the little ones, and 
Him who calls them to Him, go you with them. 
Never, never part from them ! Cling to His knees, 
and take shelter there.' I took her hands, and I said 
more to her in this way, Arthur, that I need not, that 
I ought not to speak again. But she was touched at 
length when I kissed her ; and she said I was very 
kind to her, and no one had ever been so, and that 
she was quite alone in the world and had no friend to 
fly to ; and would I go and stay with her ? and I said, 
' Yes ; ' and we must go, my dear. And I think you 
should see that person at Newcome — see him, and 
warn him," cried Laura, warming as she spoke, " and 
pray God to enlighten and strengthen him, and to 
keep him from this temptation, and implore him to 
leave this poor, weak, frightened, trembling creature ; 
if he has the heart of a gentleman and the courage of 
a man, he will, I know he will." 

" I think lie would, my dearest," I said, " if he but 
heard the petitioner." Laura's cheeks were blushing, 
her eyes brightened, her voice rang with a sweet 
pathos of love that vibrates through my whole being 
Bometimes. It seems to me as if evil must give way, 
and bad thoughts retire before that purest creature. 

" Why has she not some of her family with her, 
poor thing ? " my wife continued. " She perishes in 
that solitude. Her husband prevents her, I think — 
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and — oil — I know enough of him to know what his 
life is. I shudder, Arthur, to see you take the band 
of that wicktid, selfish man. Yon must break with 
him, do you hear, sir ? " 

"Before or after going to Btay at his house, my 
love?" asks Mr. Pendennis. 

"Poor thing ! ahe lighted up at the idea of any one 
coming. She ran and showed me the rooms we were 
to have. It will be very stupid; and you don't like 
thaL But you can write your book, and stilt hunt and 
shoot with our friends here. And Lady Ann New- 
come must be made to come ba^k again. Sir Barnes 
quarrelled with his mother and drove her out of thB 
house on her last visit — think of that 1 The servants 
here know it. Martha brought me the whole stoiy 
from the housekeeper's room. Tliis Sir Barnes New- 
come is a dreadful creature, Arthur. 1 am so glad I 
loathed bim from the very first moment I saw him." 

" And into this ogre's deo you propose to put me 
and my family, Madam ! " says the husband. " Indeed, 
where won't I go if you order me ? Oh, who will 
pack my portmanteau ? " 

Florae and the Princess were both in desolation 
when, at dinner, we announced our resolution to go 
away — and to our neighlwr's at Newcome? that was 
more extraordinary, " Que diabU goest thou to do ia 
this galley ? " asks our host as we sat alone over our 
wine. 

But Laura's intended visit to Lady Clara was never 
to have a fulfilment, for on this same evening, as we 
sat at our dessert, comes a messenger from Newoome 
with a note for my wife from the lady there. 

" Dtarat, kiudiit Mrs. Pendennis," Ledy Clara wrote, Math 
maay itali(»,aud evidently in muchdiattEsa of mind. — " Vooi 
viait itnoitoba. I ipoke about it to Sir fi., who arrivtd thU 
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v^Unuxm, and who has alnju]; begun to treat me in kit iwuol 
way. Oh, I am so unhappy ! Fray, praj do not be angry at 
this rudeness ^ though indeed it is only a kindness to keep 
fou from this wretched jilace ! I feel as if I cannot bear Ihit 
vmeh longer. But, whatever happens, I shall always remember 
your goodness, your beantifiit goodnecc and ktndneas ; and 
■hall vorahip you an an angd deterrea to be worshipped. Oh, 
why had I not such a friend aarlier ! But alaa I 1 have none 
— only flit odumi Jamil]/ tbnutnpon me Cor companions to the 
vnUlud, Imuly C. N. 

" P. S. — He does not know of my writing. Do not be 
Horprised if you get another note fiom me ia the morning, 
written in a eereTTumioui UyU, and regretting that we cannot 
ttave Ike pleature of receiving Mr. and Mrs. Pendennis for the 
present at Noweome. 

" P. S. — The hypocrite! " 

Tliia letter was handed to my wife at dinner-time, 
and she gave it to me as she passed out of the room 
with the other ladies. 

I told FJorao that the Newcomes could not receive 
us, and that we would remain, if he willed it, his 
guests for a little longer. The Idnd fellow was only 
too glad to keep ug. " My wife would die without 
Bibi," he said. " She becomes quite dangeroua about 
B^bi." It was gratifying that the good old lady was 
Dot to be parted as yet from the innocent object of 
her love. 

My host knew as well as I the terms upon which 
Sir Barnes and his wife were living. Their quarrels 
were the talk of the whole county ; one side brought 
forward his treatment of her, and his couduct else- 
where, and said that he was so bad that honest people 
should not know him. The other party laid the blame 
upon her, and declared that Lady Clara was a languid, 
siUy, weak, frivolous creature ; always crying out of 
aeason ; who had notoriously taken Sir Barnes for his 
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money, and wlio as certainly had had an attachment 
elsewhere. Yes, the accusations were true on both 
Bides. A bad, selfish husband had married a voinan 
for her rank : a weak, thoughtless girl had been sold 
to a man for his money ; and the miion, which might 
have ended in a comfortable indifference, liad taken 
an ill turn and resulted in misery, cruelty, fierce ' i 
mutual recriminations, bitter tears shed in private, J 
husband's curses and maledictions, and open scenes \ 
of wrath and violence for servants to witness and the ■ 
world to sneer at. We arrange such matches every ' 
day; we sell or buy beauty, or rank, or wealth; 
inaugurate the bargain in churches with sacramental ] 
services, in which the parties engaged call upon 
Heaven to witness their vows — we know them to be 
lies, and we seal them with God's name. " I, Barnes, 
promise to take you, Clara, to love and honor till 
death do us part." " I, Clara, promise to take you, 
Bames," etc., etc. Who has not heard the ancient 
words ; and how many of us have uttered them, 
knowing them to be untrue : and is there a bishop , 
on the bench that has not amen'd the humbug in his 
lawn sleeves and called a blessing over the kneeling 
pair of perjurers ? " ' 

" Does Mr. Harris know of Newcome's return ? " , 
Florae asked, when I acquainted him with this Intel* , 
ligence, " Ce sc^ltfrat de Highgate — Va ! " 

" Does Kewcome know that Lord Highgate is 
here ? " I thought within myself, admiring my wife's 
faithfulness and simplicity, and trying to believe with 
that pure and guileless creature that it was not yet 
too late to save the unhappy Lady Clara. 

" Mr. Harris had best be warned," I said to Florae j 
" will you write him a word, and let us send a mes- , 
senger to Newoome ? " 



THE NEWCOMES. 



113 



At first Florae said, " Parbleu, no I " the affair was 
none of his, he attended himself always to this result 
of Lady Clara's marriage. He had even complimented 
Jack upon it years before at Baden, when scenes 
enough tragic, enough comical, ma foi, had taken 
place apropos of this affair. Why should he meddle 
with it now ? 

"Children dishonored," said I, "honest families 
made miserable; for heaven's sake, Florae, let us 
stay this catastrophe if we can." I sjjoke with much 
warmth, eagerly desirous to avert this calamity if 
possible, and very strongly moved by the tale which 
I had heard only just before dinner from that inno- 
cent creature, whose pure heart had already prompted 
her to plead the cause of right and truth, and to try 
and rescue an unhappy desperate sister trembling on 
the verge of ruin. 

"If you will not write to him," said I, in some 
heat ; " if your grooms don't like to go out of a night " 
(this was one of the objections which Florae had 
raised), " I will walk." We were talking over the 
affair rather late in the evening, the ladies having 
retreated to their sleeping apartments, and some 
guests having taken leave, whom our hospitable host 
and hostess had entertained that night, and before 
whom I naturally did not care to speak upon a sub- 
ject so dangerous. 

" Parbleu, what virtue, my friend I what a Joseph I " 
cries Florae, puffing his cigar. "One sees well that 
your wife had made yoii the sermon. My poor Pen- 
dennis ! You are hen-pecked, my pauvre hon I You 
become the husband model. It is true my mother 
writes that thy wife is an angel ! " 

" I do not object to obey such a woman when she 
bids me do right," I said ; and would indeed at that 
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woman's request have gone out upon the errand, bat 
that we here found another messenger. On days 
when dinner-parties were held at Eosebury, certain 
auxiliary waiters used to attend from IJewcome, whom 
the landlord of the " King's Arms " wa£ accustomed 
to supply ; indeed, it vfos to secure these, and make 
other necessary arrangements, respecting fish, game, 
etc., that the Prince de Montcontour had ridden over 
to Newcome on the day when we met Lord Highgato, 
alias Mr. Harris, before the bar of the hotel. Whilst 
we were engaged in the above conversation a eervant 
enters, and says, " My lord, Jenkins and the other 
man is going back to Kewcome in their cart, and is 
there anything wanted ? " 

" It is the heaven which sends him," says Florae^ 1 
turning round to me with a laugh. "Make Jenkina \ 
to wait five minutes, Robert ; I have to write to a 
gentleman at the 'King's Arms.'" And so saying, 
Florae wrote a line which he showed me, and having J 
sealed the note, directed it to Mr. Harris at thQl 
" King's Arms." The cart, the note, and the assistaafel 
waiters departed on their way to Newcome. FlonwJ 
bade me go to rest with a clear conscience. In truti 
the warning waa better given in that way than a 
other, and a word from Florae was more likely to b 
effectual than an expostulation from me. I had n 
thought of making it, perhaps; except at the t 
pressed desire of a lady whose counsel in all thei'l 
difdcult circumstances of life I own I am disposed t 
take. 

Mr, Jenkins's horse no doubt trotted at a very brisk I 
pace, as gentlemen's horses will of a frosty night, aftec J 
their masters have been regaled with plentiful sap> 
plies of wine and ale. I remember in my bachelocJ 
days that my horses always trotted quicker after I h ' 
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had a good dinner ; the champagne used to communi- 
cate itself to them somehow, and the claret get into 
their heela. Before midnight the letter for Mr. Harris 
was in Mr. Harris's hands in the "Icing's Anns," 

It has been said that in the Boscawen Room at the 
Arms, some of the jolly fellows of Newcome had & 
club, of which Parrot the auctioneer, Tom Potts the 
talented reporter, now editor of the " Independent," 
Vidler the apothecary, and other gentlemen, were 
members. 

^Vhen we first had occasion to mention that society, 
it was at an early stage of this history, long before 
Clive Newcome's fine muatachio had grown. If 
Vidler the apothecary was old and infirm then, he is 
near ten years older now ; he has had various assist- 
ants, of course, and one of them of late years had 
become bia partner, though the firm contimtes to l>e 
known by Vidler's ancient and respectable name. A 
jovial fellow was this partner — a capital convivial 
member of the Jolly Britons, where he used to sit 
Tery late, ao as to be in readiness for any night-work 
that might come in. 

So the Britona were all aitting smoking, drinking, 
and making merry, in the Boscawen Room, when 
Jenkins enters with a note, which he straightway 
delivers to Mr. Vidler's partner. " From Roaebury ? 
The Princess ill again, I suppose," says the surgeon, 
not sorry to let the company know that he attends 
her. "I wish the old girl would be ill in thi; day- 
time. Confound it," says he, " what 's this ? " — and 
he reads out, " ' Sir Newcome est de retour. Bon 
voyage, mon ami. F,' What does this mean ? " 

"I thought you knew French, Jack Harris," says 
Tom Potts ; " yon 're always bothering us with yout 
French songs." 
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"Of course I know French," says the other; "bat 
what 's the meaning of this ? " 

" Screwoome came back by the five o'clock train. 
I was in it, and his royal highnesa would scarcely ■ 
speak to me. Took Brown's fly from the station. 
Brown won't enrich his family much by the opera- 
tion," says Mr. Potts, 

" But what do I care 7 " cries Jack Harris ; " we 
don't attend him, and we don't lose much by that, 
Howell attends him, ever since Tidier and be had 
that row." 

" HuUoh ! I say it 's a mistake," cries Mr. Taplow, 
smoking in his chair. " This letter is for the party 
in the Benbow. The gent which the Prince spoke to I 
him, and called him Jack the other day when he v 
here. Here's a nice business, and the seal broke^ 
and all. Is the Benbow party gone to bed ? John, 
yon must carrj' him in this here note." John, quite i 
innocent of the note and its contents, for he thafe | 
moment had entered the club-room with Mr. Potts'a i 
supper, took the note to the Benbow, from which hs j 
presently returned to his master with a very scared 
countenance. He said the gent in the Benbow was a 
most harbitrary gent. He had almost choked John 
after reading the letter, and John would n't stand it; 
and when John said he supposed that Mr. Harris in 
the Boscawen — that Mr. Jack Harris had opened 
the letter, the other gent cursed and swore awfuL 

" Potts," said Taplow, who was only too commiini- | 
cative on some occasions after he had imbibed too f 
much of his own brandy-and-water, " it 'fl my belief 1 
that that party's name is no more Harris than mine 
is. I have sent his linen to the wash, and there 
was two white pocket-handkerchiefa with H and a 
coronet." 
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On the nest day ve drove over to Newcome, hop- 
ing perhaps to find that Lord Highgate had taken 
the warning sent to him and quitted the place. But 
we were disappointed. He was walking in front of 
the hotel, where a thousand persons might see him as 
well as ourselves. 

We entered into his private apartment with him, 
and there expostulated upon hia appearance in the 
public street, where Barnes Newcome or any passer-by 
might recognize him. He then told us of the mishap 
which had befallen Florae's letter on the previous 
night. 

" I can't go away now, whatever might have liap- 
pened previously; by this time that villain knows 
that I am here. If I go, he will say I was afraid of 
him and ran away. Oh, how I wish he would come 
and find roe." He broke out with a savage laugh. 

"It is best to run away," one of us interfKised 
sadly. 

" Pendennis," he said with a tone of great softness, 
"your wife is a good woman. God bless her. God 
bless her for all she has said and done — would have 
done, if that villain had let her. Do you know the 
poor thing has n't a single friend in the world, not 
one, — except me, and that girl they are selling to 
Farintosh, and who does not count for much ? He 
has driven away all her friends from her ; one and 
all turn upon her. Her relations of course; when 
did thei/ ever fail to hit a poor fellow or a poor girl 
when she was down ? The poor angel ! The mother 
who sold her comos and preaches at her ; Kew's 
wife turns up her little cursed nose and scorns her ; 
Kooster, forsooth, must ride the high horse, now he 
ia married and lives at Chanticlere, and give her 
warning to avoid my company or his 1 Do you know 
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the only friend she ever had was that old woman 
with the stick — old Kew ; the old witch whom they 
buried four months ago after nobbling her money for 
the beauty of the family ? She used to protect her — 
that old woman; heaven bless her for it^ wherever 
she is now, the old hag — a good word won't do her 
any harm. Ha! ha I" His laughter was cruel to 
hear. 

" Why did I come down ? " he continued in reply 
to our sad queries. " Why did I come down, do you 
ask? Because she was wretched, and sent for me. 
Because if I was at the end of the world, and she was 
to say, * Jack, come ! ^ I ^d come." 

" And if she bade you go ? '' asked his friends. 

" I would go ; and I have gona If she told me to 
jump into the sea, do you think I would not do it ? 
But I go ; and when she is alone with him, do you 
know wliat he does ? He strikes her. Strikes that 
poor little thing! He has owned to it She fled 
from him and sheltered with the old woman who 's 
dead. He may be doing it now. Why did I ever 
shake hands with him ? that 's humiliation sufficient^ 
is n't it ? But she wished it ; and I 'd black his boots, 
curse him, if she told me. And because he wanted 
to keep my money in his confounded bank ; and be- 
cause he knew he might rely upon my honor and 
hers, poor dear child, he chooses to shake hands with 
me — me, whom he hates worse than a thousand 
devils — and quite right too. Why isn't there a 
place where we can go and meet, like man to man, 
and have it over ! If I had a ball through my brains 
I should n't mind, I tell you. I 've a mind to do it 
for myself, Pendennis. You don't understand me, 
Viscounf 

" II est vrai," said Florae, with a shrug, " I compr^ 
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hend neither the saicide nor the eha.i3»^«-poit«. 
What will you ? I am not yet enough English, my 
friend. We make marriages of conveuance in our 
country, que diaile, and what follows foUowa ; but no 
scandal afterwards. Do not adopt our institutions a 
demi, my friend. Vous ne me comprenez pas non plus, 
mon pauvre Jaok I " 

" There is one way atill, I think," said the third of 
the speakers in this scene. " Let Lord Highgate come 
to Roaebury in his own name, leaving that of Mr. 
Harris behind him. If Sir Barnes Newcome wants 
yon, he can seek you there. If you will go, as go you 
Bhould, and God speed you, you can go, and in your 
own name, too." 

"Parbleu, c'est 5a," cries Florae, "he speaks like a 
book — the Romancierl" I confess, for my part, I 
thought that a good woman might plead with him, 
and touch that manly not disloyal heart now trembling 
on the awful balance between evil and good. 

"Alloju! let us make to come the drague!" cries 
Florae " Jack, thon returnest with ua, my friend ! 
Madame Pendennis, an angel, my friend, a quakre the 
moat charming, shall roucouh to thee the sweetest ser- 
mons. My wife shall tend thee like a mother — a 
grandmother. Go make thy packet ! " 

Lord Highgate was very much pleased and relieved 
seemingly. He shook our hands, he said he should 
never forget our kindness, never ! In truth the di- 
dactic part of OUT conversation was carried on at much 
greater length than as here noted down : and he would 
oome that evening, but not with us thank you ; he had 
a particular engagement — some letters he must write. 
Those done he would not fail us, and would be at 
Eosebuiy by dinner-time. 



CHAPTER VnL 

<^ONE MORS UKFOBTUNATS.'^ 

The Fates did not ordain that the plan should suc- 
ceed which Lord Highgate's friends had devised for 
Lady Clara's rescue or respite. He was bent upon 
one more interview with the unfortunate lady ; and in 
that meeting the future destiny of their luckless lives 
was decided. On the morning of his return home, 
Barnes Newcome had information that Lord Highgate 
under a feigned name, had been staying in the neigh- 
borhood of his house, and had repeatedly been seen in 
the company of Lady Clara. She may have gone 
out to meet him but for one hour more. She had 
taken no leave of her children on the day when she 
left her home, and, far from making preparations for 
her own departure, had been engaged in getting the 
house ready for the reception of members of the 
family, whose arrival her husband announced as 
speedily to follow his own. Ethel and Lady Ann, 
and some of the children, were coming. Lord Farin- 
tx)8h's mother and sisters were to follow. It was to 
be a reunion previous to the marriage which was 
closer to unite the two families. Lady Clara said 
" yes " to her husband's orders ; rose mechanically to 
obey his wishes and arrange for the reception of the 
guests ; and spoke tremblingly to the housekeeper as 
her husband jibed at her. The little ones had been 
consigned to bed early, and before Sir Barnes's arrival. 
He did not think fit to see them in their sleep ; nor 
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did their motlier. She did not know, as tbg poor 
little creatures left her room io charge of their 
nurses, that she looked on them for the last time. 
Perhaps, had she gone to their bedsides that evening, 
had the wretched panic-stricken soul been allowed 
leisure to pause, and to think, and to pray, the fate of 
the morrow might have been otherwise, and the 
trembling balance of the scale have inclined to right's 
side. But the pause was not allowed her. Her hu3> 
band came and saluted her with his accustomed greet- 
ings of scorn, and sarcasm, and brutal insult. On a 
future day he never dared to call a servant of his 
household to testify to his treatment of her, though 
many were ready to attend to prove his cruelty and 
her terror. On that very last night, Lady Clara's maid, 
a. country-girl from her father's house at Chanticlere, 
told Sir Barnes, in the midst of a conjugal dispute, that 
her lady might bear his conduct, but she could not, 
and that she would no longer live under the roof of 
such a brute. The girl's interference was not likely 
to benefit her mistpess much : the wretehed Lady Clara 
passed the last night under the roof of her husband 
and children, unattended save by this poor domestic 
who was about to leave her, in tears and hysterical 
outcries, and then in moaning stupor. Lady Clara put 
to sleep with laudanum, her maid carried down the 
story of her wrongs to the servants' quarters ; and 
half a dozen of them took in their resignation to Sir 
Barnes as he sat over Ms breakfast the next morning 
— in his ancestral hall — surrounded by the portraits 
of his august forefathers — iu his happy home. 

l^heir mutiny, of course, did not add to their mas- 
ter's good-humor ; and his letters brought him news 
which increased Barnes's fury. A messenger arrived 
with a letter from his man of business at Newcome, 
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opon the receipt of which he atarted up with Boch an 
execration as frightened the servant waiting on him, 
and letter in hand he ran to Lady Clara's sittings 
room. Her ladyship was up. Sir Bamea breakfaated 
rather late on the first morning after an arrival at 
Newoome. He had to look over the bailiff's books, 
and to look about him round the park and grounds } 
to curse the gardeners ; to damn the stable and ken- 
Del grooms; to yell at the woodman for clearing not 
enough or too much ; to rail at the poor old work- 
people brooming away the fallen leaves, etc So 
Lady Clara was up and dressed when her husbftnd 
weut to her room, which lay at the end of the hoosA, 
OS we have said, the last of a suite of ancestral lialls. 

The mutinous servant heard high voices and curees 
within ; then Lady Clara's screams ; then Sir Barnes 
Newcome burst out of the room, locking the door, 
and taking the key with him, and saluting with more 
curses James, the mutineer, over whom his master 
ran. ■ 

" Curse your wife, and don't curse me, Sir Baniei I 
Newcome! " said James, the mutineer; and knocked I 
down a hand which the infuriated Baronet raised k 
against him, with an arm tliat was thrice as strong j 
aa Barnes's own. This mau and maid followed their | 
mistress in the sad journey upon which she was bent, f 
They treated her with unalterable respect. They i 
never could be got to see that her conduct was wrong. ' 
^Tien Barnes's eounsel subsequently tried to impugn 
their testimony, they dared him, and hurt the jdain- 
tiff's case very much. For the balance had weighed 
over; and it was Barnes himself who caused what 
now ensued, and what we learned in a very few houn i 
afterwards from Newcome, where it was the talk of \ 
the whole neighborhood. 
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Florae and I, aa yet ignorajit of all that was occurr- 
ing, met Barnes near his own lodge-gate riding in the 
direction of Newcome, as we were ourselves returning 
to Kosebury, The Prince de Montcontour, who wae 
driving, affably saluted the Baronet, who gave ua a 
scowling recognition, and rode on, his groom behind 
him. "The figure of this gar^ou," says Florae, as 
our acquaintance parsed, " is not agreeable. Of pale, 
he has become livid. I hope these two men will not 
meet, or evil will come I " Evil to Barnes there 
might be-. Florae's companion thought, who knew the 
pre\*iouB little affairs between Barnes and his uncle 
and cousin ; and tliat Lord Highgate wa^ quite able 
to take care of himself. 

In half an hour after Florae spoke, that meeting 
between Barnes and Highgate actually had taken 
place — in the open square of Newcome, within four 
doors of the " King's Arms " inn, close to which lives 
Sir Barnes Newcome's man of business ; and before 
which Mr. Harris, as he was called, was walking, and 
waiting till a carriage whioh he had ordered came 
round from the inn yard. As Sir Barnes Newcome 
rode into the place many people touched their hats 
to him, however little they loved him. He was bow- 
ing and smirking to one of these, when he suddenly 
saw Belsize. 

He started back, causing his horse to baok with 
bim on to the pavement, and it may have been rage 
and fury, or accident and nervousness merely, but at 
this instant Barnes Newcome, looking towards Lord 
Highgate, shook his whip. 

" You cowardly villain ! " said the other, springing 
forward. " I was going to your house." 

" How dare you, sir," eries Sir Barnes, still holding 
np that onlucl^ cane, " how d^fl you to — to — " 
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"Dare, you scoundrel!" said Belsize. "Is tliat 
the eane you strike your wife with, you ruf&an ? " 
Beleize seized and tore him out of the saddle, flinging 
him Bcreaming down on the pavement. The horse, 
rearing and making way for himself, galloped down 
the clattering street; a hundred people were round 
Sir Barnes in a moment. 

The carriage which Belsizc had ordered came round 
at this very juncture. Amidst the crowd, shrinking, 
bustling, expostulating, threatening, who pressed 
about him, he shouldered his way. Mr. Taplow, 
aghast, was one of the hundred spectators of tha 
Bcene. 

"I am Lord Highgate," said Barnes's adversary. 
" If Sir Barnes Newcome wants me, tell him I will 
send him word where he may hear of me." And 
getting into the carriage, he told the driver to go 
" to the usual place." 

Imagine the hubbub in the town, the conclaves at 
the inns, the talks in the counting-houses, the com- 
motion amongst the factory people, the paragraphs in 
the Newcome papers, the bustle of surgeons and 
lawyers, after tiiis event. Crowds gathered at the 
"King's Arms," and waited round Mr. Speers the 
lawyer's bouse, into which Sir Barnes was carried. 
In vain policemen told them to move on ; fresh groups 
gathered after the secedera. On the next day, when 
Barnes Newcome, who was not much hurt, had a fly 
to go home, a factory man shook his fist in at the 
carriage window, and, with a curse, said " Serve 
you right, you villain." It was the man whose sweet- 
heart this Don Jnan had seduced and deserted years 
before — whose wrongs were well known amongst 
his mates — a leader in the chorus of hatred which 
growled round Barnes Newcome. 
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Barnes's mother and sister Ethel had reached New- 
come shortly before the return of the master of the 
house. The people there were in disturbance. Lady 
Ann and Miss Newcome came out with pallid looks to 
greet him. He laughed and reassured them about Ms 
accident : indeed his hurt had been trifling ; he had 
been bled by the surgeon, a little jarred by the fall 
from his horae ; but there was no sort of danger. 
Still their pale and doubtful looks continued. What 
caused them ? In the open day, with a servant 
attending her, Lady Clara Newcome had left her 
husband's house ; and a letter was forwarded to him 
that same evening from my Lord Highgate, informing 
Sir Barnes Newcome that Lady Clara PuUeyn could 
bear his tyranny no longer, and had left his roof; that 
Lord Highgate proposed to leave England almost 
immediately, but would remain long enough to afford 
Sir Barnes Newcome the opportunity for an inter- 
view, in case he should be disposed to demand one ; 
and a friend (of Lord Highgate'a late regiment) was 
named who would receive letteps and act in any 
way necessary for his lordship. 

The debates of the House of Lords must tell what 
followed afterwards in the dreary history of Lady 
Clara PuUeyn. The proceedings in the Newcome 
Divorce Bill filled the usual number of columns in 
the papers, — especially the Sunday papers. The 
witnesses were examined by learned peers whose 
business — nay, pleasure — it seems to be to enter 
into such matters ; and, for the ends of justice and 
morality, doubtless, the whole story of Barnes New- 
come's household was told to the British public. In 
the previous trial in the Court of Queen's Bench, how 
grandly Serjeant Bowland stood up for the rights of 
British husbands I with what pathos he depicted the 
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conjugal paradise, the innocent children prattling 
round their happy parents, the serpent, the destroyer, 
entering into that Belgravian Eden; the wretched 
and deserted husband alone by his desecrated hearth, 
and calling for redress on his country I Kowlaud 
wept freely during his noble harangue. At not a 
shilling under twenty thousand pound would be 
estimate the cost of his client's injuries. The jury 
was very much affected: the evening papers gave 
Rowland's address tn exCenso, with some pretty sharp 
raps at the aristocracy in general The " Day," the 
principal morning journal of that period, came out 
with a leading article the next morning, in which 
every party concerned and every institution was 
knocked about. The disgrace of the peerage, the 
ruin of the monarchy (with a retrospective view of 
the well-known case of " Gyges and Candaulea "), the 
monstrosity of the crime, and the absurdity of the 
tribunal and the punishment, were all set forth in 
the terrible leading article of the "Day." 

But when, on the next day, Sfirjeaut Rowland whb 
requested to call witnesses to prove that connubial 
happiness which he had depioted so pathetically, he 
had none at hand. 

Oliver, Q. C, now had his innings. A man, a 
husband, and a father, Mr. Oliver could not attempt 
to defend the conduct of his unfortunate client ; but if 
there could be any excuse for such conduct, that 
excuse bo waa free to confess the plaintiff had 
afforded, whose emelty and neglect twenty witnesses 
in court were ready to prove — neglect so outrageous, 
cruelty so systematic, that he wondered the plaintiff 
had not been better advised than to bring this trial, 
with all its degrading particulars, to a public issue. 
On the very day when the ill-omened marriage ttxilc 
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place, another victim of omeltjr had interposed aa 
v^nly — aa vainly as Serjeant Rowland himself in- 
terposed in court to prevent thia case being made 
known — and with piteous outcries, in the name of 
outraged neglected woman, of castaway children 
pleading in vain for bread, bad besought the bride to 
pause, and the bridegroom to look upon the wretched 
beings who owed him life. Why had not Lady Clara 
Fulleyn'a friends listened to that appeal 1 And so 
on, and so on, between Bowlajid and Oliver the battle 
waged fiercely that day. Many witnesses were 
mauled and slain. Out of that combat scarce any* 
body came well, except the two principal champions, 
Bowland, Serjeant, and Oliver, Q. C. The whole 
country looked on and heard the wretched story, not 
only of Barnes's fault and Highgate's fault, but of the 
private peccadilloes of their suborned footmen and 
conspiring housemaids. Mr. Justice C. Sawyer 
charged the jury at great length — those men were 
respectable men and fathers of families themselves 
— of course they dealt full measure to Lord Hlghgate 
for his delinquencies! consoled the injured husband 
with immense damages, and left him free t^ pursue 
the farther steps for releasing himself altogether from 
the tie, which had been bound with affecting Episcopal 
benediction at St. George's, Hanover Square. 

So Lady Clara fliea from the custody of her tyrant, 
but to what a rescue ? The very man who loves her, 
and gives her asylum, pities and deplores her. She 
Bcaroe dares to look out of the windows of her new 
home upon the world, lest it should know and rfr 
proach her. AH the sisterhood of friendship is out 
off from her. If she dares to go abroad she feels the 
sneer of the world as she goes through it j and knows 
that malice and scorn whisper behind her. People, 
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as criminal but undiBCOvered, make room for her, t 
her touch were pollution. She knows she haa dark-* 
ened the lot and mode wretched the home of the man 
whom ahe loves best; that liis friends who see her, 
treat her with but a doubtful respect; and the domes- 
tics who attend her, with a suspicious obedience. la ■ 
the country lanea, or the streets of the country town,.! 
neighbors look aside as the carriage passes in whichB 
ahe sits splendid and lonely. Rough hunting com>l 
panions of her husband's come to her table ; he is 
driven perforce to the company of flatterers and men 
of inferior sort ; his equals, at least in his own home, 
will not live with him. She would be kind, perhaps, 
and charitable to the cottagers round about her, but 
she fears to visit them lest they too should scorn her. 
The clergyman who distributes her charities, blushes 
and looks awkward on passing her in the village, If he 
should be walking with his wife or one of his chil- 
(ben. Shall they go to the Continent, and set up b 
grand house at Paris or at Florence? There they can i 
get society, but of what a sort! Our acquaintances f 
of Baden, — Madame Schlangeubad, and Madame de 
Cruehecasa^, and IMadame d'lvry, and Messrs. Loder, 
and Punter, and Blackball, and Deuceace will come 
and dance, and flirt, and quarrel, and gamble, and feast 
round about her ; but what in common with anch wild J 
people has this poor, timid, shrinking soul ? Even I 
these scorn her. The leers and laughter on thosa I 
painted faces are quite unlike her own sad counte- 1 
nance. She has no reply to their wit. Their infeiv I 
nal gayety scares her more than the solitude at home. ' 
No wonder that her husband does not like home, ex- 
cept for a short while in the hunting season. No 
wonder that he is away all day ; how can he like a 
home which she haa made ho wretched ? In the midst 
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of her sorrow, and doubt, and misery, a child comes 
to her: how she clioga to it! how her whole being, 
and hope, and passion centres Itself on this feeble in- 
fant!— But she no more belongs to our story: with 
the new name she has taken, the poor lady passes out 
of the history of the Newcomes. 

If Barnes Newcome's children meet yonder solitary 
lady, do they know her ? If her once-husbaiid thinks 
Upon the unhappy young creature whom his cruelty 
drove from him, does his conscience affect his sleep 
at night? Why should 8ir Barnes Newoome's con- 
science be more squeamish than his country's, which 
haa put money in hia pocket tor haring trampled on 
the poor weak young thing, ajid scorned her, and 
driven her to rain 1 When the whole of the accounts 
of that wretched bankruptcy are brought up for final 
Andit, which of the unhappy partners shall be shown 
to be most guilty ? Does the Right Reverend Pre- 
late who did the benedictory business for Barnes and 
Clara his wife repent in secret ? Do the parents who 
pressed the marriage, and the fine folks who signed 
the book, and ate the breakfast, and applauded the 
bridegroom's speech, feel a little ashamed ? Hymen 
Hymensee ! The bishops, beadles, clergy, pew-openers, 
and other officers of the temple dedicated to Heaven 
under the invocation of St. George, will officiate in 
the same place at scores and scores more of such 
man'iagea : and 8t. George of England may behold 
Tirgiu after virgin offered up to the devouring mon- 
ster, Mammon (with many most respectable female 
dragons looking on) — may see virgin after virgin 
given away, just as in the Soldan of Babylon's time, 
but with never a champion to come to the rescue I 



CHAPTER IX. 

m WHICH ACHILLKa LOSES BRISBIB. 

Although the years of the Marquis of Farintosh 
were few, lie had siwut most of them in the habit of 
command ; and from bis childhood upwards, had beeu 
obeyed by all persons round about him. As an in- 
fant he had but to roar, and his motlier and nurses 
were as much frightened as though he had been a 
Libyan lion. What he willed and ordered was law 
amongst his clan and family. During the period of 
his London and Parisian dissipations his poor mother 
did not venture to remonstrate with her young prodi- 
gal, but shut her eyes, not daring to open them oa 
his wild courses. As for the friends of his person 
and house, many of whom were portly elderly gentle- 
men, their affection for the young Marquis was so 
extreme that there was no company into which their 
fidelity would not lead them to follow him; and you 
might see him dancing at Mabille with veteran aldea-do- 
eamp looking on, or disporting with opera-dancers at a 
Trois-Freres banquet, which some old gentleman of hfs 
father's age had taken the pains to order. If his lord- 
ship, Count Almaviva wants a friend to carry the lan- 
thom, or to hold the ladder, do you suppose there are 
not many most respectable men in society who will act 
Figaro ? When Farintosh thought fit, in the fulness 
of time and the blooming pride of manhood, to select 
a spouse, and to elevate a marchioness to his throne, 
no one dared gainsay him. When he called uixin hia 
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mother and sisters, and their ladyships' hangers-on 
and attendants; upon hia own particular kinsmen, 
led-captaiuB, and toadies; to bow the knee and do 
homage to the woman whom he delighted to honor, 
those duteous subjects trembled and obeyed; in fact, 
he thought that the position of a Marchioness of Far- 
intosh was under heaven, and before men, so splendid, 
that, had he elevated a beggar-maid to that sublime 
rank, the inferior world was bound to worship her. 

So my lord's lady-mother, and my lord's sisters, 
and his captains, and his players of billiards, and the 
toadies of his august person, all performed obeisance 
to his bride-elect, and never questioned the will of 
the young chieftain. What were the private com- 
ments of the ladies of the family we had no means of 
knowing; but it may naturally be supposed that his 
lordship's geutl erne n-in -waiting, Captain Heni-hman, 
Jack Todhunter, and the rest, had many misgivings 
of their own respecting their patron's change in life, 
and could not view without anxiety the advent of 
a mistress who might reign over him and them, who 
might possibly not like their company, and might ex- 
ert her influence over her husband to oust these honest 
fellows from places in which they were very comfort- 
able. The jovial rogues had the run of my lord's 
kitchen, stables, cellars, and cigar-boxes. A new mar- 
chioness might hate hunting, smoking, jolly parties, 
and toad-eaters in general, or might bring into the 
house favorites of her own. I am sure any kind- 
hearted man of the world must feel for the position 
of these faithful, doubtful, disconsolate vassals, and 
have a sympathy for their rueful looks and demeanor 
as they eye the splendid prejraTations for the ensuing 
marriage, the grand furniture sent to my lord's cas- 
tles and houses, the magnificent plate provided for 
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his tables — tables at wMch they may neret have a 
knife and fork ; castles and houses of which the poor 
rogues may never be allowed to pass the doors. 

■When, then, "The Elopement in High Life," which 1 
has been described in the previous pages, burst upon ■ 
the town in the morning papers, I can fancy the agi- 
tation which the news occasioned in the faithful 
bosoms of the generous Todhunter and the attached 
Henchman. My lord was not in his own house aa 
yet. He and his friends still lingered on in the little 
house in May Fair, the dear little bachelor's quarters, 
where they had enjoyed such good dinners, snch good 
snpi)ers, such rare doings, such a jolly time, I fancy J 
Hench coming down to breakfast and reading thttl 
"Morning Post." I imagine Tod dropping in frOmT 
bis bedroom over the way, and Hench handing the 
paper over to Tod, and the conversation which 
ensued between those worthy men, " Elopement 
in high life — excitement in N — come, and flight ■ 
of Lady C! — N — come, daughter of the late i 
sister of the present Earl of D-rking, with Lorfl 
H — gate; personal rencontre between Lord H — g&Ml 
and Sir B-nes N — come. Extraordinary disclosures ,*^ 
I say, I can fancy Hench and Tod over this awfutl 
piece of news. 

" Pretty news, ain't it. Toddy ? " says HenchmaiL 
looking up from a P^rigord pie, which the faithful 
creature is discussing. 

"Always expected it," remarks the other. "Anyi 
body who saw them together last season must hi 
known it. The Chief himself spoke of it to me." 

"It'll cut him up awfully when he reads it, la ilQ 
in the 'Morning Post'? He has the 'Post' in lilfl 
bedroom. I know he has rung his hell : t heard lb4 
Bowman, has his lordship read Ms paper yet 7 " 
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Bowman, the ralet, said, "I believe you, he have 
read his paper. When he read it, he jumped out of 
bed and swore most awful. I cut as soon as I could," 
continued Mr. Bowmfm, who was on familiar — nay, 
contemptuous, terms with the other two gentlemen. 

" Enough to make any man swear," says Toddy to 
Henchman; and both were alarmed in their noble 
souls, reflecting that their chieftain waa now actually 
getting up and dressing himself; that he would 
speedily, and in the course of nature, come down 
stairs ; and then, most probably, would begin swear- 
ing at them. 

The most noble Mungo Malcolm Angus was in ail 
awful state of mind, when at length he appeared in 
the breakfast- room, " Why the dash do you make a 
tap-room of this ?" he cries. The trembling H-.'Ufh- 
man, who has begun to smoke — as he h;t^ done a 
hundred times before in this bachelor's hall — Hings 
his cigar into the fire. 

"There you go — nothing like it! Why don't you 
fliog some more in ? You can get 'em at Hudson's for 
fire guineas a pound," bursts out the youthful peer. 

'■ I understand why you are out of sorts, old boy," 
says Henchman, stretching out his manly hand. A 
tear of compassion twinkled in his eyelid, and coursed 
down his mottled cheek. "Cut away at old Frank, 
Farintosh, — a fellow who has been attached to you 
since before you could speak. It 'a not when a fellow's 
down and cut up, and riled — naturally riled — as you 
are, — I know you are. Marquis ; it 's not then that 
I'm going to be angry with you. Pitch into old 
Frank Henchman — hit away, my young one." And 
Frank put himself into an attitude as of one prepared 
to receive a pugilistic assault He bared his breast, 
as it were, and showed his scars, and said, •■ Strike 1 " 
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anlt Henchman was a florid toady. My uncle, 
ijor Pendennis, has often laughed with me about the 
illow'a pompous flatteries aud ebullient fidelity. 
■ You have read thia confounded part^raph ? " eajl 
MarquiB. 

We have read it : and were deucedly cut up, too^^ 
i Henchman, " for your sake, my dear boy." 
" I remembered what you said last year, Marqui8,1 
MB Todhunter (not unadroitly). "You yoursell 
anted out, in thia very room, I recollect, at this 
y table — that night Coralie and the little Spanish 
icer and her mother supped here, and there was a 
talk about Highgate — you yourself pointed out what 
was likely to happen. I doubted it; for 1 have dined 
at the Newcomea', and seen Highgate and her together 
society often. But though you are a younger bir^l 
have better eyes than I have — and you saw thf 
at once — at once, don't you remember? and 
iralie said how glad she was, because Sir Barnes il* 
lated her friend. What was the name of Coraliel^ 
;end, Hench ? " 
How should / know her confounded name 
Henchman briskly answers. ""What do I care fott 
Sir Barnes Newcome and his private affairs ? He !■ 
no friend of Tnine. I never said he was a friend c 
I never said I liked him. Out of respect fo^ 
le Chief here, I held my tongue about him, and shi 
lold my tongue. Have some of tMs pStt, Chieffl 
No ? Poor old boy. I know you have n't got t 
appetite, I know this news cuts you up. 1 i 
nothing, and make no pretence of condolence ; thou^ 
1 feel for you — and you know you can -count on ol4 

Frank Henchman — don't you, Malcolm 

again he turns away to conceal his gallant sensibility 
.and generous emotion. 
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"What does it matter to me?" bursts out the 
Marquis, garnishing Ua coaversatioD with the usual 
expletives which adorned his eloquence when he was 
strongly moved. "What do I care for Barnes New- 
come and his confounded affairs and family ? I never 
want to see him again, but in the light of a banker, 
when I go to the City, where he keeps my account 
I say, I have nothing to do with him, or all the 
Newcomes under the sun. Why, one of them is a 
painter, and will paint my dog Ratcatcher, by Jove I 
or my horse, or my groom, if I give him the order. 
Do you think I care for any one of the pack ? It 'a 
not the fault of the Marchioness of Farintosh that her 
family is not eijual to mine. Besides two others in 
England and Scotland, I should like to know what 
family is ? I tell you what, Hench. I bet you five 
to two, that before an hour is over my mother will be 
here, and down on her knees to me, begging me to 
break off this engagement." 

" And what will you do, Farintosh ? " asks Hench- 
man, slowly. "Will you break it off?" 

" No ! " shouts the Marquis. " Why should I break 
off with the finest girl in England — and the best- 
plucked one, and the cleverest and wittiest, and the 
most beautiful creature, by Jove, that ever stepped, 
for no fault of hers, and because her sister-in-law 
leaves her brother, who I know treated her infer- 
nally? We have talked this naatter over at home 
before. I would n't dine with the fellow, though he 
was always asking me ; nor meet, except just out of 
civility, any of his confounded family. Lady Ann is 
different. She is a lady, she is. 8he is a good 
woman : and Kew is a most respectable man, though 
he is only a peer of George III.'s creation, and you 
should hear how Tie speaks of Miss Kewcome, 
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though she refused him. I should like to know 
who is to prevent me m&iiying Lady Ana SlewcoiDe's 
daughter?" 

" By Jove, you are a good-plucked fellow, Fariutoah 
— give me your hand, old boy," says Henchman. 

" Heh ! am 1 ? You would have said. Give me 
your hand, old boy, whichever way I determined, 
Hench ! I tell you, I ain't intellectual, and that sort 
of thing. But I know my rank, and I know my 
plaoe ; and when a man of my station gives his word« 
he sticks to it, sir ; and my lady and my sisters may 
go on their knees all round; and, by Jove, I won't 
flinch." 

The justice of Lord Farintosh's views was speedily 
proved by the appearance of his lordship's mother, 
Lady Glenlivat, whose arrival put a stop to a conver- 
sation which Captain Francis Henchman has often 
subsequently narrated. She besought to see her son 
in terms so urgent, that the young nobleman could 
not be denied to his parent; and, no doubt, a long 
and interesting interview took place, in which Lord 
Farintosh's mother passionately implored him to break 
off a match upon which he was as resolutely bent. 

Was it a sense of honor, a longing desire to possess 
this young beauty, and call her his own, or a fierce 
and profound dislike to being balked in any object of 
his wishes, which actuated the young lord ? Cer- 
tainly he had borne very philosophically, delay after 
delay which had taken place in the deWsed union; 
and being quite sure of his mistress, bad not cared to 
press on the marriage, but lingered over the dregs of 
his bachelor cup complacently still. We all know in 
what an affecting farewell he took leave of the associ- 
ates of his oie 5e garjon : the speeches made (in both 
languages), the presents distributed, the tears and 
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hysterics of eome of the guests assembled : the cigar> 
boxes given over to this friend, the ecrin of diamonds 
to that, et csetera, et caetera, et csetera. Don't we 
know ? If we don't it is not Henchman's fault, who 
has told the story of Faiintoah's betrothals a thousand 
and one times at his clubs, at the houses where be is 
asked to dine, on account of his intimacy with the 
nobility, among the young men of fashion, or no 
fashion, whom this two-lK>ttle Mentor and burly ad- 
mirer of youth has since taken upon himself to form. 
The farewell at Greenwich was so affecting that all 
"traversed the cart," and took another farewell at 
Bichmond, where there was crying too, but it was 
Eucharis cried because fair Calypso wanted to tear 
her eyes out ; and where not only Teleraachus (as was 
natural to hia age), but Mentor likewise, quaffed the 
wine-cup too freely. You are virtuous, reader 1 but 
there are still cakes and ale. Ask Henchman if there 
be not. You will find him in the Park any afternoon; 
he wiU dine with you if no better man ask him iu the 
interval. He will tell you story upon story regarding 
young Lord Farintosh, and his mai'riage, and what 
happened before his marriage, and afterwards; and 
he will sigh, weep almost at some moments, as he 
narrates their subsequent quarrel, and Fariutosh's un- 
worthy conduct, and tells you how he formed that 
young man. My uncle and Captain Henchman dis- 
liked each other very much, I am sorry to say^ 
eorry to add that it was very amusing to hear either 
one of them speak of the other. 

Lady Glenlivat, according to the Captain, then, had 
BO success in the interview with her son ; who, un- 
moved by the maternal tears, commands, and en- 
treaties, swore he would marry Miss'Newcome, and 
that Bo power on earth should prevent him. "As if 
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trying to thwart tliat man — eould ever prevent his 
having his way I " ejaculated his quondam friend. 

But on the next day, after ten thousand men in 
clubs and coteries had talked the news over ; after the 
evening had repeated and improved the delightful 
theme of our " morning contemporaries ; " after 
Calypso and Eucharis driving together in the Park, 
and reconciled now, had kissed their hands to Lord 
Faiintosh, and made him their compliments — after a 
night of natural doubt, disturbance, defiance, fury — 
as men whispered to each other at the club where hia 
lordship dined, and at the theatre where he took lu3 
recreation — after an awful time at breakfast, in 
which Messrs, Bowman, valet, and Todhunter and. 
Henchman, captains of the Farintosh bodyguard, all 
got their share of kicks and growling — behold Lady 
Glenlivat came back to the charge again; and this 
time with such force that poor Lord Farintosh waa 
shaken indeed. 

Her ladyship's ally was no other than Miss New- 
come herself; from whom Lord Parintosh's mother 
received by that day's post, a letter, which she waa 
commissioned to read to her son: — 

" Dear Madau " (wrote the yonng lady in her firmest 
handwriting) — " Mamma is at thia moment iii a etati! of such 
grief ami ditnayat the cruel misfortune and kamiliaiion which 
haa just befulleii our family, that she is really not able to write 
to you oa nhe oiight, laiA this task, painful as it is, must be mint. 
Dear Lady Glenlivat, the kindneaa and confidence which I have 
ever received from you and yovri, merit truth, and moat grate- 
ful respect and regard from me. And I feci after the hite hbd 
occurrence, what I have often and often owned to myself though 
I did nut dart to auknowledge it, that I ought to release Lord 
P., at (mce and forever, from an engagement icAicA he cmtid 
twtwr (ftinA of maintaining with a family so un/orlmiofe at ovrt. 
I Ihank him with all my heart for his goodness in beuing 
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with ray humors bo long; if I have given him pain, as 1 knov 
I have aametimM, I beg hiti panlon, and would da so on nty 
tnui. I hope and pray he may be happy, as I feared he never 
could be with rae. He has many good and noble qualities ; 
and, in hiddmg him farewell, I trust I may retain bis Eriend- 
ahip, and that he will believe in the esteem and gratitude of 
your most sincere Ethel Newooub." 

A copy of this farewell letter was seen by a lady 
who happened to be a neighbor of Miss Newcome's 
when the family misfortune occurred, and to whom, 
in her natural dismay and grief, the young lady fled 
for comfort and consolation. " Dearest Mrs. Penden- 
nia," wrote Miss Ethel to my wife — "I hear you are 
at Roaebury ; do, do come to your affectionate E. N," 
The next day, it was — " Dearest Laura — If yon 
can, pray, pray come to Newcome this morain^;. I 
want very much to speak to you about the poor chil- 
dren, to consult you about Bomething most important." 
Madame de Montcontour's pony-carriage was trotting 
constantly between Roaebury and Newcome in these 
days of calamity. 

And my wife, as in duty botmfl, gave me full re- 
porta of aJl that happened in that house of mourning. 
On the very day of the flight, Lady Ann, her daughter, 
and some others of her family arrived at Newcome. 
The deserted little girl, Barnes's eldest child, ran, 
with tears and cries of joy to her Aunt Ethel, whom 
she had always loved better than her mother; and 
clang to her and embraced her; and, in her artless 
little words, told her that mamma had gone away, and 
that Ethel should be her mamma now. Very strongly 
moved by the misfortune, aa by the caresses and affec- 
tion of the poor orphaned creature, Ethel took the 
little girl to her heart, and promised to be a mother 
to her, and that she would not leave her ; in which 
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pious resolve I scarcely need say Laura EtreugtJiened 
her, when, at her yoimg fiiead's urgent summons, my 
wife came to her. 

The houBehold at Newcome was in a state of dis- 
organization after the catastrophe. Two of Lady 
Clara's seiTants, it has been stated already, went 
away with her. The luckless master of the house 
was lying wounded in the neighboring town. Lady 
AuD Kewcome, his mother, was terribly agitated by 
the news, which was abruptly broken to her, of tb« 
flight of her daughter-in-law and her son's danger, 
Kow she thought of fl3ang to Newcome to nurae bimj I 
and then feared lest she should be ill received by tba I 
invalid — indeed, ordered by Sir Barnes to go home, I 
and not to bother him. So at borne Lady Ann r«> | 
mained, where the thoughts of the sufferings ahe had ' 
already undergone in that bouse, of Sit Barnes's cruel 
behavior to her at her last visit, which he bad abruptly 
requested her to shorten, of the happy days which she 
had passed as miatress of that hou^e and wife of the 
defunct Sir Brian ; the sight of that departed angel's 
picture in the dining-room and wheel-chair in the 
gallery ; the recollection of little Barnes as a cherub 
of a child in that very gallery, and pulled out of the 
fire by a nurse in the second year of his age, when he 
was all that a fond mother would wish — these inci- ■ 
dents and reminiscences so agitated Lady Ann Xew-I 
come, that she, for her part, went off in a series off 
hysterical fits, and acted as one distraught; her aecomt^ 
daughter screamed iu sympathy with lu^r ; and >Iisa i 
Kewcome had to take the command of the whole of 
this demented household, hysterical mamma anc 
ter, mutineering servants, and shrieking abandoned ' 
nursery, and bring young people and old to peace and 
quiet 
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On the morrow after his little concussion Sir Barnes 
Newcome came home, not much hurt in body, but 
wofully affiicted in temper, and venting his wrath 
upon everybody round about him in that strong lan- 
guage which he employed when displeased ; and under 
which his valet, his houaekeeper, his butler, his farm- 
bailiff, his lawyer, his doctor, his dishevelled mother 
herself — who rose from her coach and her sal-volatile 
to fling herself round her dear boy's knees — aU had 
to suffer. Ethel Newcome, the Baronet's sister, waa 
the only person in his house, to whom Sir Barnes did 
not utter oaths or profFer rude speeches. He was 
afraid of offending het or encountering that reaolato 
spirit, and lapsed into a surly silence in her presence. 
Indistinct maledictions growled about Sir Barnes's 
chair when he beheld my wife's pony-carriage drive 
Qp ; and he asked what brought her here ? But Gthel 
sternly told her brother that Mrs. Pendennis came at 
her particular request, and asked him whether he sup- 
posed anybody could come into that house for pleasure 
new. Or for any other motive but kindness ? UpOll 
which Sir Barnes fairly burst out into tears, inter- 
mingled with execrations against his enemies and hia 
own fate, and assertions that he was the most miser- 
able beggar alive. He would not see his children : but 
with more tears he would implore Ethel never to leave 
them, and, anon, would ask what he should do when 
she raartied, and he was left alone iu that infernal 
house ? 

T. Potts, Esq., of the "Newcorae Independent," 
used to say afterwards that the Baronet was in the 
direst terror of another meeting with Lord Highgate, 
and kept a policeman at the lodge-gate, and a second 
in the kitahen, to interpose in event of a collision. 
But Mr. Potts made this statement in after days, when 
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the quarrel between his party and paper and Sir i 
Barnes Newcome was flagrant. Five or six days after | 
the meeting of the two rivals in Kewcome market- ' 
place, Sir Barnes received a letter from the friend of 
Lord Highgate, informing him that his lordship, hav- 
ing waited for him according to promise, had now left 
England, and presumed that the difierences between 
them were to be settled by their respective lawyers 
— " infamous behavior on a par with the rest of Lord 
Highgate's viilany," the Baronet said. " When the 
scoundrel knew I could lift my pistol arm," Barnes 
said, " Lord Highgate fled the country ; " — thus hint- 
ing that death, and not damages, were what bd 
intended to seek from his enemy. 

After that interview in which Ethel communicated J 
to Laura her farewell letter to Lord Farintosh, ray I 
wife returned to Roaebury with an extraordinary I 
brightness and gayety in her face and her demeanor. • 
She pressed Sladame de Montcontour's hands with. I 
such warmth, she blushed and looked so handsome^ [ 
she sang and talked so gayly, that our host was struck j 
by her behavior, and paid her husband more compli- I 
ments regarding her beauty, amiability, and other 1 
good qualities, than need be set down here. It may I 
be that I like Paul de Florae so ranch, in spite of cep- | 
tain undeniable faults of character, because of Mb f 
admiration for my wife. She was in such a hurry to I 
talk to me that night, that Paul's game and Kicotian I 
amusements were cut short by her visit to the billiards 1 
room ; and when we were alone by the oosey dressing. I 
roora fire, she told me what had happened during the ] 
day. Why should Ethel's refusal of Lord Farintosli I 
have so rauch elated my wife ? 

"Ah!" cries Mrs. Pendennis, "she has a generous J 
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nature, and the world haa not had time to spoil it 
Do you know there aie many points that she never 
has thought of — I would say problems that she has 
to work out for herself, only you, Pen, do not like us 
poor ignorant women to use such a learned word as 
problems ? Life and experience force things upon her 
mind which others learn from their parents or those 
who educate them, but for which she haa never had 
any teachers. Nobody has ever told her, Arthur, that 
it was wrong to marry without love, or pronounce 
lightly those awful vows which we utter before God 
at the altar. I believe, if she knew that her life was 
futile, it is but of late she has thought it could be 
otherwise, and that she might mend it. I have read 
(besides that poem of Goethe of which you are so 
fond) in books of Indian travels of Bayaderes, dancing 
girls brought up by troops round about the temples, 
whose calling is to dance, and wear jewels, and look 
beautiful ; I believe they are quite respected in — in 
Pagoda-land. They perform before the priests in the 
pagodas ; and the Brahmins and the Indian princes 
marry them. Can we cry out against these poor crea- 
tures, or against the custom of their country ? It 
seems to me that young women in our world are bred 
up in a way not very different. ^Yhat they do they 
scarcely know to be wrong. They are educated for 
the world, and taught to display ; their mothers will 
give them to the richest suitor, as they themselves 
were given before. How can these think seriously, 
Arthur, of souls to be saved, weak hearts to be kept 
out of temptition, prayers to be uttered, and a better 
world to be held always in view, when the vanities of 
this one are all their thought and scheme ? Ethel's 
simple talk made me smile sometimes, do you know, 
and hei strenuous way of imparting her discoveries 7 
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I thought of the shepherd boy who made a watch, andl 

found on taking it into the town how very many 
watches there were, and how much better than hia. * 
But the poor child has had to make hers for herself, 
such as it is ; and, indeed, is employed now in working 
on it. She told rae very artlessly her little history, 
Arthur ; it affected me to hear her simple talk, and — ■ 
and I blessed God for our mother, my dear, and that! 
my early days had had a better guide. 

" You know that it was for a long time settled that 
she was to marry her cousin. Lord Kew. She was 
bred to that notion from her earliest youth ; about 
which she spoke aa we all can about our early days. 
They were spent, she said, in the nursery and school- 
room for the moat part She was allowed to come to 
her mother's dressing-room, and sometimes to see 
more of her during the winter at Newcome. She 
describes her mother as always the kindest of the 
kind : but from very early times the daughter must 
have felt her own superiority, I think, though ska 
does not speak of it. You should see her at tome 
now in that dreadful calamity. She seems the only 
person of the house who keeps her head. 

"She told very nicely and modestly how it was I 
Lord Kew who parted from her, not she who haSI 
dismissed him, aa you know the Xewcomes as 
say. I have heard that — oh ! — that man Sir Barne«>l 
say so myself. She says humbly that her consin KeV* 
was a great deal too good for her; and so is evetya 
one almost, she adds, poor thing ! " 

" Poor e^-ery one ! Did you ask about him, Lauraf*i 
said Mr. Pendennis. 

"!No j I did not venture. She looked at me out of 1 
her downright eyes, and went on with her little tale. I 
'I was scarcely more than a child then,' she continue^! 
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'and thougli I liked Kew very mncli — Tho would 
not like such a generous honest creature? — I felt 
soiueliDW that I was taller than my cousiu, and as if 
I ought not to marry him, or should make him un- 
happy if I did. When poor papa used to talk, we 
children remarked that mamma hardly listened to 
him ; and so we did not respect him as we should, 
and Barnes was especially scoffing and odious with 
him. Why, when he was a boy, he used to sneer at 
papa openly before ua younger ones. Now Henrietta 
admires everything that Kew says, and that makes 
her a great deal happier at being with him.' And 
then," added Mrs. Pendennis, "Ethel said, 'I hope 
you respect your husband, Laura i depend on it you 
will be happier if you do.' Was not that a fine 
" discovery of Ethel's, Mr. Pen ? 

" ' Clara's terror of Barnes frightened me, when I 
stayed in the house,' Ethel went on. ' I am sure 
/ would not tremble before any man in the world as 
she did. I saw early that she used to deceive him, 
and tell him lies, Laura. I do not mean lies of words 
alone, but lies of looks and actions. Ohl I do not 
wonder at her flying from him. He was dreadful to 
be with t cruel, and selfish, and cold. He was made 
worse by marrying a woman he did not love ; as she 
was, by that unfortunate union with him. Suppose 
he had found a clever woman who could have con- 
trolled him, and amused him, and whom he and his 
friends could have admired, instead of poor Ctara, 
who made his home wearisome, and trembled when 
he entered it ? Suppose she could have married that 
tmhappy man to whom she was attached early ? I 
waa frightened, Laura, to think how ill this worldly 
marriage had prospered. 

"'My poor grandmother, whenever I spoke upon 
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such ft Bubject, ■would break ont into a thousand jibe 
and sarcasms, and point to many of our friends v ' 
had made love-matches, and were quarrelling now a 
fiercely as though they had never loved each othen;l 
You remember that dreadful case la France of thv^ 

I>uo de , who murdered his duchess ? That i 

a love-match, and I can remember the sort of screetdi 
with which Lady Kew used to speak about it; and 
of the journal which the poor duchess kept, and ia 
which she noted down all her husband's ill -behavior,' "" 

" Hush, Laura ! Do you remember where we ara ij 
If the Princess were to put down all Florae's culpi 
bilities in an album, what a ledger it would be — >M 
big as Dr. Portman's ' Chrysostom ! ' " But this f 
parenthetical ; and after a smile, and a little teapit%.l 
the young woman proceeded in her narration of I 
friend's history. 

"'I was willing enough to listen,' Ethel said, ' 
grandmamma then : for wo are glad of an excuse t| 
do what we like ; and I liked admiration, and rani 
and great wealth, Laura; and Lord Farintosh offers 
me these. I liked to surpass my companions, and 1 
saw tfiem so eager in pursuing him I Ton eaniM 
think, Laura, what meannesses women in the wor|| 
will commit — mothers and daughters too- 
pursuit of a person of his great rank. Those Z 
Burrs, you should have seen them at the countr 
houses where we visited together, and bow they fa| 
lowed him ; bow they would meet him in the parki 
and shrubberies ; how they liked smoking, though 
I knew it made them ill; how they were always 
finding pretests for getting near him I Ob, it waf 
odious I ' " 

I would not willingly interrupt the narrative, 1 
let the reporter be allowed here to state that at t1 
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point of Miss Newoorae's story (which my wife gave 
with a very pretty imitation of the girl's manner), 
WB both burst out laughing so loud that little Miidame 
de Moutcontour put her head into the drawing-room 
and asked what we was a laughing at ? We did not 
tell OUT hostess that poor Ethel and her grandmother 
had been accused of doing the very same thing for 
which ahe found fault with the Misses Burr. Misa 
Newcome thought Aeraeiy quite innocent, or how should 
she hare cried out at the naughty behavior of other 
people ? 

" 'Wherever we went, however,' resumed my wife's 
young penitent, ' it was easy to see, I think I may say 
so witliout vanity, who waa the object oE Lord Farin- 
tosh's attention. He followed us everywhere ; and 
we could not go upon any visit in England or Scotland 
but he was in the same house. Grandmajnma's whole 
heart was bent upon that marri^e, and when he pro- 
posed for me I do not disown that I was very pleased 
and vain. 

" ' It is in these last months that I have heard about 
him more, and learned to know him better — him and 
myself too, Laura. Some one — some one yon know, 
and whom I shall always love as a brother — re- 
proached me in former days for a worldliness about 
which you talk too sometimes. But it is not worldly 
to give yourself up for your family, is it ? One can- 
not help the rank in which one is born, and surely it 
is but natural and proper to marry in it. Kot that 
Lord Farintosh thinks me or any one of his rank.' 
{Here Mas3 Ethel laughed.) ' He is the Sultan, and 
we, every unmarried girl in Hociety, is hia humblest 
slave. His Majesty's opinions upon this subject did 
not suit me, I can assure you : I have no nation of such 
piidel 
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" ' But I do not disguise from yon, dear Laura, that 
after accepting him, as I came to know him better, 
and heard him, and heard of him, and talked with him 
daily, and understood Lord Farintosh's character, I 
looked forward with more and more doubt to the day 
when 1 was to become his wife. I have not learned to 
respect him in these months that I have known him, 
and during which there has been mourning in our fami- 
lies. I will not talk to you about him J I have no right, 
have 1 ? — to hear him speak out his heart, and tell Jb 
to any friend. He said he liked me because I did not 
flatter him. Poor Malcolm I they all do. What 
my acceptance of him, Laura, but flattery ? Yes^ 
flattery, and servility to rank, and a desire to 
it. Would I have accepted plain Malcolm Roy ? I 
sent away a better than Mm, Laura. 

" ' These things have been brooding in my mind for 
some months past. I must have been but an ill com- 
panion for him, and indeed he bore with my wayward- 
ness much more kindly than 1 ever tbouglit possible 
and when four days since we came to this sad house, 
where he was to have joined us, and I found only dis- 
may and wretchedness, and these poor children da- 
prived of a mother, whom I pity, God help her, ft 
she has been made so miserable — and is now ant 
must be to the end of her days; — as I layawake^' 
thinking of my own future life, and that I was goinj 
to marry, as poor Clara had married, but for an estab-^ 
lishuit'iit and a position in life ; I, my own mistress, 
and not oVH^dlent by nature, or a slave to otliera, as 
Umt poor creature was — I thought to myself, why 
should 1 do this? Now Clara has left us, and is, as 
it were, dead to us who made her so unhappy, let me 
)m till- mother to het oqihans, I love the little girl, 
Itud (he has always loved me, and came crying to me 
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that day when we arrived, and put her dear little arms 
pound my neck and said, " ¥ou won't go away, will 
you, Aunt Ethel ? " in her aweet voice. And I will 
stay with her ; and will try and learn myself that I 
may teach her ; and learn to be good too — better tlian 
I have been. Will praying help me, Laura ? I did. 
I am sure I was right, and that it is my duty to 3tay 
here.' " 

Laura was greatly moved as she told her friend's 
confession ; and when the next day at church the 
clerg3'man read the opening words of the service I 
thought a peculiar radiance and happiuess beamed 
from her bright face. 

Some subsequent occurrences in the history of this 
branch of the Newcome family I am enabled to report 
from the testimony of the same informant, who has 
just given us an account of her own feelings and life. 
Miss Ethel and my wife were now in daily commuuica- 
tion, and " my-dearesting " each other with that female 
fervor which, cold men of the world as we are — not 
only chary of warm expressions ot friendship, but 
averse to entertaining warm feelings at all — we 
surely muat admire in persona of the inferior sex, 
whose loves grow up and reach the skies in a night ; 
who kiss, embrace, console, call each other by Chris- 
tian names, in that sweet, kindly sisterhood of Mis- 
fortune and Compassion who are always entering into 
partnership here in life. I say the world is full of 
MisB Nightingales ; and we, sick and wounded in our 
private Scntaris, have countless nurse-teuders. I did 
not see my wife ministering to the afflicted family at 
Newcome Park ; but I can fancy her there amougst 
the women and children, her prudent counsel, her 
thousand gentle offices, her apt pity and cheerfulness, 
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the love and truth glowing in her face, and inspirtnj 
Ler words, movemeuts, demeanor. 

Mrs. Fendennis's husband for liia piirt did not st^ 
tempt to console Sir Bamea Neweome Newcome, Baro- 
net. I never professed to have a halfpennyworth of 
pit; at that gentleman's command. Florae, who owed 
Barnes his principality and his preBt-nt comforts in 
life, did make some futile efFoi-ts at condolence, bat 
was received by the Baronet with sucli fierceness and 
evident ill-humor, that he did not care to repeat, his 
visits, and allowed liim to vent his curses and peevish- 
ness on his own immediate dependants. We used 
to ask Laura on her return to Kosebory from her 
chai'ity visits to Newcome about the poor suffering 
master of the house. She faltered and Gtammered in 
describing him and what she heard of him; she 
smiled, I grieve to say, for this unfortunate lady cannot 
help having a sense of humor ; and we could not help 
laughing outright sometimes at the idea of that dift' i 
Gomfited wretch, that overbearing oreature overbom*| 
in his turn — which laughter Mrs. Laura used to chidi 
as very naughty and unfeeling. Wlien we went into 
Kewcome the landlord of the " King's Arms " lookaf 
knowing and quizzical ; Tom Potts grinned at me ao^ 
rubbed his hands. '* This business serves the pap< 
better than Mr. "Warrington's articles," says Mr. Pott 
" We have sold no end of ' Independents ; ' and if jet 
polled the whole borough, I bet that five to one would* 
say Sir Screwcome Screwoome was served right. By 
the way, what 's up about the Marquis of Farintosh, 
Mr. Fendennis ? He arrived at the ' Arms ' hist night ; 
went over to the Fark this morning, and is gone baok 
to town by the afternoon train." 

What had happened between the Marquis of Farin- 
tosh and Miss Newcome I am enabled to know from , 
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the report of Mias Newcome's confidante. On the 
receipt of that letter of eonrje before mentioned, his 
lordship must have been very much excited, for he 
left town straightway by that evening's mail, and on 
the next morning, after a few hours of rest at his inn, 
was at yewcome lodge-gate demanding to see the 
Baronet 

On that morning it chaneed that Sir Barnes had 
left home with Mr. Speers, his legal adviser ; and 
hereupon the Marquis asked to see Miss Newcome; 
nor conid the lodge-kee^jer venture to exclude so dis- 
tinguished a person from the Park. His lordship 
drove up to the house, and his name was taken to 
Miss EtheL She turned very pale when she heard 
it ; and my wife divined at once who was her visitor. 
I^dy Ann had not left her room as yet. Laura Pen- 
dennis remained in command of the little conclave 
of children, with whom the two ladies were sitting 
■when Lord Farintosh arrived. Little Clara wanted 
to go with her aunt as she rose to leave the room — 
the child could scarcely be got to part from her 
now. 

At the end of an hour the carriage was seen driv- 
ing away, and Ethel returned, looking as pale as be- 
fore, and red about the eyes. Miss Clara's mutton- 
chop for dinner coming in at the same time, the 
child was not so presently eager for her aunt's com- 
pany. Aunt Ethel cut up the mutton-chop very 
neatly, and then having seen the child cotnCortably 
seated at her meal, went with her friend into a neigh- 
boring apartment (of course with some pretext of 
showing Laura a picture, or a piece of china, or a 
child's new fi-ock, or with some other hypocritical 
pretence by which the ingenuous female attendants 
inetended to be utterly blinded), and there, I have 
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no doubt, before beginning her story, dearest Laora 
embraced dearest Etbel, and vice ver$&, 

" He is gone ! " at length gasps dearest Ethel. 

" Pour toujours ? poor young man ! " sighs d 
Laura. " Was he very unhappy, Ethel ? " 

" He was more angry," Ethtil answers. " He htui 
a right to be hurt, but not to speak as he did. He 
lost Lis temper quite at last, and broke out in tht 
most frantic reproaches. He forgot all respect and 
even gentlemanlike behavior. Do you know h 
words — words such as Barnes uses sometimes whei 
he is angry 1 and dared this language to me 1 
Sony till then, very sorry, and very much movedfl 
but I know more than ever now, that I was right 1 
refusing Lord Farintosh." 

Dearest Laura now pressed for an account of alii 
that had happened, which may be briefly told as fol- 
lows. Feeling very deeply upon the subject which 
brought him to Miss Newcome, it was no wonder 
that Lord Farintosh spoke at first in a way which 
moved her. He said lie thought her letter to liig 
mother was very rightly written under the circum- 
stances, and thanked her for her generosity iu offers J 
ing to release him from his engagement. But thft.l 
affair — the painful circumstance of Highgate, aod^ 
that — which had happened in the Newcome family, 
was no fault of Miss Newcome's, and Lord Farintosh 
could not think of holding her accountable. His 
friends had long urged him to many, and it was by 
his mother's own wish that the engagement ' 
formed, which he was determined to maintain. la I 
his course through the world (of which he was get* I 
ting very tired), he had never seen a woman, a lady T 
who was so — you understand, Ethel — whom be ad» I 
mired so much, who was likely to make so good ftj 



THE NEWCOMES. 



163 



wife for him as you are. " You allude," he contin- 
ued, " to differences we have liad — and we have had 
them — but many of them, I own, have beeu from my 
fault I have beeu bred up in a way different to most 
young men. I cannot help it if I have had tempta- 
tions to which other men are not exposed ; and have 
been placed by — by Providence — in a high rank of 
life i I am sure if you share it with me you will adorn 
it, and be in every way worthy of it, and make me 
much better than I have been. If you knew what a 
night of agony I passed after my mother read that 
letter to me — I know you'd pity me, Ethel, — I 
know you would. The idea of losing you makes me 
wild. My mother was dreadfully alai-mcd when sha 
saw the state I waa in ; so was the doctor — I assure 
you he was. And I had no rest at all, and uo peace 
of mind, until I determined to come dowu to youj 
and say that I adored you, and you only ; and that 
I would hold to my engagement in spite of every- 
thing — and prove to you that — that no man in the 
world could love you more sincerely than I do." 
Here the young gentleman was so overcome that he 
paused Id his speech, and gave way to an emotion, 
for which surely no man who has been in the same 
condition with Lord Farintosh will blame him. 

Miss Newcome was also much touched by this ex- 
hibition of natural feeling ; and, I dare say, it was at 
this time that her eyes showed the first symptoms of 
that malady of which the traces wei'e visible an hour 
after. 

" You are very generous and kind to me, Lord 
Farintosh," she said. " Your constancy honors me 
very much, and proves how good and loyal you are j 
but — but do not think hardly of me for saying that 
~ e more I have thought of what has happened here, 
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— of the wretched consequences of interested mar- 
riages ; the loug union growing each day so misep- 
able, that at last it becomes intolerable, and is burst 
asunder, as iu poor Clara's case ; — the more I am 
Msolved not to commit that first fatal step of enter- 
ing into a marriage without — without the degree of 
affection which people who take that tow ought to 
feel for one another." 

" Affection ! Can you doubt it ? Gracious beavenB, 
I adore you ! Is n't my being here a proof that t 
do?" cries the young lady's lover. 

" But I ? " answered the prl. " I have asked n 
own heart that question before now, I have thoiuglil 
to mysi'lf, — if he comes after all, — if his 
for me survives this disgrace of our family, as it h 
and every one of us should be thankful to you- 
ought I not to show at least gratitude for so m 
kindness and honor, and devote myself to one \ 
makes such sacrifices for me ? But before all thinj 
I owe you tbe truth, Lord Farintosh. I never ooul 
make you happy ; I know I could not t nor obey y 
as you are accustomed to be obeyed; nor give 3 
Buch a devotion as you have a right to expect fi 
your wife. I thought I might once. I can't novn 
I know that I took you because yon were rich, aoAfl 
had a great name ; not because you were honest, anj^ 
attached to me as you show yourself to b 
your pardon for the deceit I practised on you.-^J 
Look at Clara, poor child, and her misery I My^ 
pride, I know, would never have let me fall B 
as she has done ; but oh ! I am humiliated to t 
that I could have been made to say I would take th« ■ 
first step in that awful career." 

" What career, in God's name ? " cries the aston- 
ished suitor. "Humiliated, Ethel? Who's going 
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to humiliate yoa ? I suppose there is no woman tu 
England who need bo humiliatud by becoming my 
wife. I should like to see tlie one tliat I can't pro- 
tend to — or to royal blood if 1 lilto : it 'a not better 
than mine. Humiliated, indeed ! That it newii. !I&| 
ha! You don't suppose that your pedigrei', whifh I 
know all about, and the Kewcoiue fatuity, with your 
baiber-surgeon to Edward the Confessor, ore tujuul 
to — " 

"To yours ? No, It Is not very long that I bava 
learned to disbelieve in that story tHUigi-iin^r. I fancy 
it was an odd whim of my poor Cher's, and that our 
fiunily were qnite poor people." 

" I knew it," said Lord Parintoah. " Do yon inii>- 
poM there was not plenty of women to tell it me ? " 

'It was not becaose we were poor that I aat 
atiaxaeA," Ethel went oa. "That eaanot be cnr 
hal^ though aoine of na seem to think it ia, ■■ thef 
Ude the tmtlk so. One of my nnclee used to tell bm 
flat o^ gtaadfatfaer'a bther waa a laborer in X«w- 
«ne: tmt I was a etuU tkeo, and liked to baUeve 
fke piettuet etory beet" 

■Aaif ttmattonl" eriee Lord FariotoalL 

■As if it matten ia yow wifeT ■'afespeef I 
■ever Aooebt tliat it woeld. I aboold ha«« toU yoa, 
ae ft waa mj doty be teO joa alL It wae not Mf 
■■ill elm ■ yoa eand for ; aad it ia yon yovrself thifc 
joar wile Boat awear beloie Hesvea to lore." 

) tt^ mt," am m uB tfae jwag m^m* 

-A^dl*«« 0wm 
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like — that is, if you don't like ; for I love you so, 
Ethel — 1 do, ■with all my heart I do." 

" You are very generous and kind. Lord Farintosh,'* 
Ethel said. "It is myself, not you, I doubt. OhI I I 
am humiliated to make such a confession ! " 

" How humiliated ? " Ethel witlidrew the hand 
which the young nobleman endeavored to seize. 

"If," she continued, "if I found it was jour birth, 
and your name, and your wealth that I coveted, and 
had nearly taken, ought I not to feel humiliated, i 
aak pardon of you and of God ? Oh, what pei> 
juries poor Clara was made to speak — and see whi " 
has befallen her I We stood by and heard her with-^ 
out being shocked. We applauded even. And to 
what shame and misery we brought her 1 Why did 
her parents and mine consign her to such ruin ? She 
might have lived pure and happy but for ua. With 
her example before me — not her flight, poor child — 
I am not afraid of that happening to me — but her 
long solitude, the misery of her wasted years, — myJ 
brother's owii wretchedness and faults aggravated aM 
hundred-fold by his unhappy union with her — I mustf 
pause while it is yet time, and recall a promise whichl 
I know I should make you unhappy if I fulhlled. 1 1 
ask your pardon that I deceived you. Lord Farintosh, f 
and feel ashamed for myself that I could have con- 1 
sented to do so." 

"Do you mean," cried the young Marquis, "tliat^ 
after my conduct to you — after my loving you, so 
that even this — this disgrace in your family don't 
prevent my going on — after my mother has been 
down on her knees to me to break off, and 1 would n't 
— no, I wouldn't — after all White's sneering at me 
and laughing at me, and all my friends, friends of my 
family, who would go to — go anywhere for me, 
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advising me, and saying, 'Farintosh, what a fool you 
are ; break off this match,' — and I wouldn't back out, 
because I loved you so, by heaven, and because, as a 
man and a gentleman, when I give my word I keep it 
— do you mean that t/ou throw me over? It's a 
flhame — it 'a a shame ! " And again there were tears 
of rage and anguish in Fariutosli's eyes. 

" What I did was a shame, my lord," Ethel said, 
humbly; "and again I ask your pardon for it. What 
I do now is only to tell you the truth, and to grieve 
with ail my soul for the falsehood — yes, tha false- 
hood — which I told you, and which has given your 
kind heart such cruel pain," 

" Yes, it waa a falsehood ! " the poor lad cried out. 
"Ton follow a fellow, and you make a fool of him, 
and yoii make him frantic in love with you, and tbeu 
you fling hini over 1 I wonder you can look me in. 
the face after such an infernal treason. You 've done 
it to twenty fellows before, I know you have. Every- 
body said so, and warned me. You draw them on, 
and get them to be in love, and then you fling them 
away. Am I to go back to London, and be made the 
laughing-stock of the whole town — I, who might 
marry any woman in Europe, and who am at the head 
of the nobility of England ? " 

" Upon my word, if you will believe me after deceiv- 
ing you once," Ethel interposed, still very humbly, "I 
will never say that it was I who withdrew from you, 
and that it was not you who refused me. What has 
happened here fully authorizes you. Let the rupture 
of the engagement come from you, my lord. Indeed, 
indeed, I would spare you all the pain I can. I have 
done you wrong enough already, Lord Farintosh." 

And now the Marquis burst forth with tears and 
imprecations, wild cries of anger, love, and disappoint- 
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menty so fieice and inooherent that the lady to irhoni 
ihey weie addressed did not repeat them to her oca* 
fidante. Only she generously charged Laura to re- 
member, if ever she heard the matter talked of in the 
world, that it was Lord Farintosh's family whieh 
broke off the marriage; but that his lordship had 
acted most kindly and generously throughout the 
whole affair. 

He went back to London in such a state of foxy, 
and raved so wildly amongst his friends against the 
whole Kewoome family, that many men knew what 
the ease really was. But all women averred that that 
intriguing worldly Ethel Newcome, the apt pupO of 
her wicked old grandmother, had met with a deserved 
rebuff ; that, after doing everything in her power to 
catch the great parH, Lord Farintosh, who had loog 
been tired of her, flung her over, not liking the con- 
nection : and that she was living out of the world now 
at Kewcome, under the pretence of taking care of that 
unfortunate Lady Clara's children, but really becanae 
she was pining away for Lord Farintosh, who, as we 
all know, married six months afterwards. 



CHAPTEE X. 



IS WHICH WE WBITE ; 



) THK COLOKEL. 



Desuixo t 



r brother Bamea had cs 
of hia own presently od tmud, Ethel did not think fit 
to coofide to him the particulars of her interii"iew with 
Lord Farintoah ; nor even was poor Laily Ann in- 
formed that she had lost a noble sonin-law. The 
news would come to both of them soon enough, Ethel 
thought; and indeed, before many hours were over, 
it reached Sir Bamea Newcome in a very abrupt and 
unpleasant way. Ke had dismal occasion now to see 
his lawyers every day \ and on the day after Lord 
Farintosh's abrupt visit and departure, Sir Barney 
going into Newcome upon his own unfortunate affairs, 
was told by his attorney, Ur. Speers, hov/ the Mar- 
quis of Farintosh had slept for a few hours at the 
" King's Arms," and returned to town the same even- 
ing by the train. We may add, that his lordship had 
oocujued the very room in which Lord Highgate had 
previously slept ; and Ur. Taplow recommends tha 
bed accordingly, and shows it with pride to this very 
day. 

Much disturbed by this intelligence, Sit Bamea was 
making his way to his cheerless home in the evening, 
when near his own gate he overtook another messen- 
ger. This was the railway porter, who daily brought 
telegraphic messages from his uncle and the bank in 
London, The message of that day was. — "Consols, 
so-and-so. French Bentes, so much. Highg<u^i and 
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Farlntosh's aecovtits teithdraum." The wretched keeper 
of the lodge owned, with trembling, in reply to the 
curses and queries of his employer, that a. gentleman, 
calling himself the j^Iarquis of Farintosh, had gone 
up to the house the day before, and come awaj an 
hour afterwards, — did not like to apeak to Sir Barnes 
when he came home, Sir Barnes looked so bad like. 

Now, of course, there could be no concealment from 
her brother, and Ethel and Bames had a conversation, 
in which the latter expressed himself with that free- 
dom of language which characterized the head of the 
house of Newcome. Kladame de Montcontour's pony- 
ehaiae was in waiting at the hall-door when the owner 
of the house entered it; and my wife was just t ' 
leave of Ethel and her little people when Sir T 
Newcome entered the lady's sitting-room. 

The livid scow! with which Bames greeted my wife 
surprised that lady, though it did not induce het to 
prolong her visit to her friend. As Laura took leave, 
she heard Sir Barnes screaming to the nurses to "take 
those little beggars away," and she rightly conjectured 
that some more un pleasantries had occurred to dis- , 
turb this lockleas gentleman's temper. 

On the morrow, dearest Ethel's usual courier, odI 
of the boys from the lodge, trotted over on hia donk«3 
to dearest Laura at Rosebury, with one of those n 
Bives which were daily passing between the I 
This letter said : — 

" Bnmes m'li fait iine scene terrible hier. I was obli 
tell him everything about Lord F., and U> tut ihe pUinat k 
guage. At &Tst, he forbade you the house. He thiaks V 
you have been the cause of F.'s diamtieal, and churged t 
Tttoit unjuttly, with a desire to bring back poor C, N, I r 
plied m bftamt me, and told him fairly I would leave the houi 
if odieui imultiiig chargtt were made against me ; if my frieticU 



were not r 



I 



THE NEWCOMES. 



He stonned, he cried, be employed kii 
i WBB ia ft dresdful Btate. He relented aod 
uked pardon. He goes to town tonight bj the mail-tnun. 
0/eotiTU jctt come as UHoal, dear, dear Laum. I am miiemble 
vrithout you ; and you know I cannot leave poor maDinui. 
Clar^'kin sends a thmuand Hue* to little Arty : and I am hiig 
THOlhar'i always uffi^tionate — E, N, 

"Will the gentlemen like lo ehoot our pheanantst Please 
ask the Prince to let Warren know when. I sent a brace lo 
poor dftut old Mrs. Mumd, and had suuh a nice letter trom 
hexl" 

"And who ia poor dear Mrs. Mason ?" asks Mr. 
Fendennis, as yet but imiierfectly acquEiinted with 
the history of the Newcomea. 

And Laura told me — perhaps I had heard before, 
and forgotten — that Mrs. Mason vas an old nurse 
and pensioner of the Colonel's, and how he had been 
to see her for the sake of old timea ; and how she was 
a great favorite with Ethel ; and Laura kissed her 
little son, and was exceedingly bright, cheerful, and 
hilarious that evening, in spite of the affliction under 
which her dear friends at Newcome were laboring. 

People in country-houses should be exceedingly care- 
ful about their blotting-paper. They should bring their 
own portfolios with them. If any kind readers will 
bear this simple little hint in mind, how much mis- 
chief m.ay they save themselves, — nay, enjoy possi- 
bly, by looking at the pages of the next portfolio in 
the next friend's bedroom in which they slepp. From 
inch & book I once cut out, in Charles Slyboots's well- 
known and perfectly clear handwriting, the words, 
"Miss Emily Hartington, James Street, Buckingham 
Gate-, London,"' and produced as legibly on the blotting- 
paper as on the envelope which the postman delivered. 
After showing the paper round to the company, I en- 
voi, xr.— 11 



162 THE NEWCOMEa 

closed it in a note and sent it to Mr. Slyboots, who 
married Miss Hartington three months afterwards. In 
such a book at the club I read, as plainly as you may 
read this page, a holograph page of the Bight Honor- 
able the Earl of Bareacres which informed the whole 
club of a painful and private circumstance, and said, 
« My dear Green, — I am truly sorry that I shall not 
be able to take up the bill for eight hundred and 
fifty-six pounds, which becomes due next Tu — ; " and 
upon such a book, going to write a note in Madame de 
Montcontour's drawing-room at Kosebury, what should 
I find but proofs that my own wife was engaged in a 
clandestine correspondence with a gentleman residing 
abroad! 

'* Colonel Newcome, C. B., Montague de la Cou^ 
Brussels,'* I read, in this young woman's handwriting; 
and asked, turning round upon Laura, who entered 
the room just as I discovered her guilt : *^ What have 
you been writing to Colonel Newcome about, Miss ? " 

'^I wanted him to get me some laoe," she said. 

"To lace some nightcaps for me, didn't you, my 
dear? He is such a fine judge of lace! If I had 
known you had K^en writing, I would have asked you 
to send him a message. I want something from 
Brussels. Is the letter — ahem — gone?'' (Ln this 
artful way, you see, I just hinted that I should like to 
sff the letter.^ 

" The letter is — ahem — gone/' says Laura. •• What 
do vou wa:u from Brussels, Pen ? *' 

" I w;uit some Brussels sprouts, my love — they 
are so line in their native oountrv." 

"Shall I write to him to send the letter back?" 
palpitates :wr little Laura ; for she thought her hus- 
haiivi wa<i otfenaed, by using the ironic method. 

"Xo» vou dear little woman! You need not send 
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for the letter back: and you need Dot tell me what 
was in it: and I will bet you a hundred yards of lace 
to a cotton nightcap — and yon know whether /, 
Madam, am a man a tonnet-de-coton — I will bet you 
that I know what you have been writing about, under 
pretence of a message about lace, to our Colonel." 

" He promised to send it me. He really did. Lady 
Eockminater gave me twenty pounds — " gasps Laura. 

*' Under pretence of lace, you have been sending 
over a love-message. You want to see whether Clive 
is still of his old mind. You think the coast is now 
clear, and that dearest Ethel may like him. You 
think Mrs. Mason is growing very old and infirm, and 
the sight of her dear boy would — " 

" Pen I Feu ! did you open my letter ? " cries Laura ; 
and a laugh which could afford to be good-humored 
(followed by yet another expression of the lips) ended 
this colloquy. No; Mr. Pendennis did not see the 
letter — but he knew the writer; — flattered himself 
that he knew women in general. 

" Where did you get your experience of them, sir ?" 
aeks Mis. Laura. Question answered in the same 
manner as the previous demand. 

"Well, my dear; and why should not the poor boy 
be made happy ? " Laura continues, standing very 
close up to her husband. " It is evident to me that 
Ethel is fond of him. I would rather see her married 
to a good young man whom she loves, than the mis- 
tress of a thousand palaces and coronets. Suppose — 
suppose you had married Miss Amory, sir, what a 
wretched worldly creature you would have been by 
this time ; whereas now — " 

" Now that I am the humble slave of a good woman 
there is some chance for me," cries this model of 
husbands. " And all good women are matchmakers, 
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as we know very well ; and yon hare had this u 
in your heart ever since you saw the two young p 
together. Now, Madam, since I did not see your letl 
to the Colonel —though I have gaessed part of it4 
tell me what have you said in it ? Have yon by a 
chance told the Colonel that the Farintosh i' 
was broken off ? " 

Laura owned that she had hinted as much. 

"You have not ventured to say tba.t Ethel is well 
inclined to Olive ? " 

" Oh, no — oh, dear, no 1 " But aftei mnch croas* 
examining and a little blushing od Laura's part, she 
is brought to confess that she has asked the Colonel 
whether he will not come and see Mrs. Mason, who 
is pining to see him, and is growing very old. And I 
find out that she has been to see this Mis. Mason; 
that she and Aliss Kewcome visited the old lady the 
day before yesterday; and Laura thought, from the 
manner in which Ethel looked at CUve'a picture, 
hanging up In the parlor of his father's old friend, 
that she really was very much, etc., etc. So, the 
letter being gone, Mrs. Pendennis ia most eager about 
the answer to it, and day after day examines the bag, 
and is provoked that it brings no letter bearing the 
Brussels post-mark. 

Madame de Moncontour aeema perfectly well to 
know what Mrs. Laura has been doing and is hoping. 
" What, no letters again to^y ? Ain't it provok- 
ing?-' she cries. She is in the conspiracy, too; uid 
presently Florae is one of the initiated. " These 
women wish to bacler a marriage between the beBs 
Miss and te petit Claive," Florae aunounces to me. 
He pays the highest compliments to Miss Keweome's 
person, as he speaks regarding the marriage : " I con- 
tinue to adoie your AnglMsea/' he is pleased bo e 
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"What of freshness, what of beauty, what roses! 
And then they are so adorably good ! Gro, Pendennis, 
thou art a happy eoquin ! " Mr. Pendennis does not 
say "No." He has won the twenty-thousand-pound 
prize ; and we know there are worse than blanks in 
that lottery. 



CHAPTER XT. 

IK WHIOH WB ARB Iin!BODUCED TO ▲ ITEW 

NEWCOMB. 

Ko answer came to Mrs. Pendennis's letter to 
Colonel Newcome at Brossels, for the Colonel was 
absent from that city^ and at the time when Lama 
wrote was actually in London, whither afiEairs of hit 
own had called him. A note from George Warring- 
ton acquainted me with this oireomstance ; he men- 
tioned that he and the Colonel had dined together 
at Bays's on the day preyioos, and that the Colonel 
seemed to be in the highest spirits. High spirifce 
about what? This news put Laura in a sad per- 
plexity. Should she write and tell him to get 
his letters from Brussels? She would in five min- 
utes have found some other pretext for writing to 
Colonel Newcome, had not her husband sternly oan-^ 
tioned the young woman to leave the matter alone. 

The more readily perhaps because he had quar- 
relled with his nephew Sir Barnes, Thomas Newcome 
went to visit his brother Hobson and his sister-in-law; 
bent on showing that there was no division between 
him and this branch of his family. And you may 
suppose that the admirable woman just named had a 
fine occasion for her virtuous conversational powers 
in discoursing upon the painful event which had just 
happened to Sir Barnes. When we fall, how our 
friends cry out for us I Mrs. Hobson's homilies must 
have been awfuL How that outraged virtue must 
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ftnd Ijunented, gathered its children 
es, wept over them and washed them ; 
goae into sackcloth and ashes, and tied up the 
knocker ; confabulated with its spiritual adviser i ut- 
tered commonplaces to its husband; and bored the 
whole house I The punishment of worldliaeas and 
vanity, the evil of marrying out of one's station, how 
these points must have been explained and enlarged 
on ! Surely the " Peerage " was taken off the draw- 
ing-room table and removed to papa's study, where it 
could not open, as it used naturally once, to " High- 
gate, Baron," or " Farintosh, Marquis of," being shut 
behind wires and closely jammed in on an upper 
shelf between " Blackatone'a Commentaries " and the 
" Farmer's Magazine " 1 The breaking of the engage- 
ment with the Marquis of Farintosh was known in 
Bryanstone Square ; and you may be sure inter- 
preted by Mrs. Hobson iu the light the most disad- 
vantageous to Ethel Kewcome, " A young nobleman 
— with grief and pain Ethel's aunt must own the 
fact — a young man of notoriously dissipated habits, 
but of great wealth and rank, had been pursued by 
the unhappy Lady Kew — Mrs. Hobson would not 
say by her niKe, that were too dreadful — had been 
pursued, and followed, and hunted down in the most 
notorious manner, and finally jnade to propose! Let 
Ethel's conduct and punishment be a warning to my 
dearest girls, and let them bless Heavem, they have 
parents who are not worldly ! After all the trouble 
and pains, Mrs. Hobson did not say dUyraee, the 
Marquis takes the very fint jn-etert to break off the 
match, and leaves the unfortunate girl forever ! " 

And now we have to tell of the hardest blow 
which fell ujwn poor Ethel, and this was that her 
good uoclt! Thomas Xewcome believed the cbargea 
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against her. He was willing enough to listen now t 
anything which was said against that branch of t' 
family. With such a traitor, double-dealer, dastard' 
as Barnes at its head, what could the rest of the race 
be ? When the Colonel offered to endow Ethel nod 
Clive with every shilling he had in the world, had 
not Bamea, the arch-traitor, temporized and told him 
falsehoods, and hesitated about throwing him off un- 
til the Marquis had declared himself ? Yes. The 
girl he and poor Clive loved so was ruined by her art- 
ful relatives, was unworthy of his aifection and his 
boy's, was to be banished, like her worthless brother, 
out of his regard forever. And the man she had 
chosen in preference to his Clive I — a roue, a liber- 
tine, whose extravagances and dissipations were the 
talk of ever}' club, who had no wit, nor talents, not 
even constancy (for had he not taken the hrst oppor- 
tunity to throw her off?) to recommend him — only 
a great title and a fortune wherewith to bribe her I 
For shame, for shame 1 Her engagement to this man 
was a blot upon her — the rupture only a just punish- 
ment and humiliation. Poor unhappy girt I let 
her take care of her wretched brother's abandoned 
children, give up the world, and amend her life. 

This was the sentence Thomas Newcome delivered i 
a righteous and tender-hearted man, as we know, but 
judging in this case wrongly, and bearing much too 
hardly, as we who know her better must think, upon 
one who had her faults certainly, but whose errora 
were not all of her own making. Who set her on the 
path she walked in ? It was her parents' hands wUioli 
led hnr, and her parents' voices which commanded be^ 
to aocept the temptation set before her. niiat did slu 
know of the chaiai.'t«r of the man selected to be b 
hnatMtad ? Those who should hare known I 
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&rought him to her, and vouched for him. Noble, 
unhappy young creature I are you the first of your 
sisterhooil who has been bidden to traffic your beauty, 
to crush and slay your honest natural affections, to 
sell your truth and your life for rank and title? 
But the Judge who sees not the outwuid acts merely, 
but their causes, and views not the wrong alone, but 
the temptations, straggles, ignorance of erring crea- 
tures, we know has a different code to oura — to ours, 
who fall upon the fallen, who fawn upon the prosper- 
ous so, who administer our praises and punishments 
BO prematurely, who now Btrike so hard, and, anon, 
Bpare so shamelessly. 

Our stay with our hospitable friends at Rosebuiy 
was perforce coming to a close, for indeed weeks after 
weeks had passed since we had been under their 
pleaaant roof; and in spite of dearest Ethel's re- 
monstrances it was clear that dearest Laura must take 
her farewell. In these last days, besides the visita 
which daily took place between one and other, the 
young messenger was put in ceaseless requisition, and 
his donkey must have been worn off his little legs 
with trotting to and fro between the two houses. 
Laura was quite anxious and hurt at not hearing from 
the Colonel ; it was a shame that he did not have over 
his letters from Belgium and answer that one which 
she had honored him by writing. By some in- 
formation, received who knows how ? our host was 
aware of the intrigue which Mrs. Peudeunis was 
carrying on: and his little wife almost as much in- 
terested in it as my own. She whispered to me in 
lier kind way that she would give a guinea, that she 
would, to see a certain couple made happy together; 
that they were born for one another, that they were ; 
she was for having me go off to fetch Clive : but who 



170 



THE NEWCOMES. 



was I to act as Hymen's messenger ; or to mterpoee 
in suclk delicate family affairs ? 

All this while Sir Barnes Newcome, Bart, remained 
absent in Loudon, attending to his banking duties 
there, and pursuing the dismal inquiries whicli ended, 
in the ensuing Michaelmaa terra, in the famous suit of 
Newoome v. Lord Highgate. Ethel, pursuing 
plan which she had laid donii for herself from 
first, took entire charge of his children and hooae 
Lady Ann returned to her own family : never indeed 
having been of much use in her son's dismal hoose- 
hold. My wife talked to me of course about her 
pursuits and amusements at ]!sewcome, in the an- 
oestml hall whi(?h we have mentioned. The children 
played and ate their dinner (mine often partook of 
his infantine mutton, in company with little Clan 
and the poor young heir of Newcome) in the room 
which had been called my lady's own, and in whioli 
her husband had locked her, forgetting that the con- 
ser\titories were open, through which the haplesa 
wonum had fled. Next to this was the baronial lilv&r^, 
a side of which was fitted with the gloomy books froia 
Claphani, which old Mrs. Newcome had amassedj ' 
rows of tracts, and missionAT}' magazines, and din| 
quarto volumes of worldly travel and history whi< 
that lady had admitted into her collectioo. 

Almost on the last day of our stay at Boeelmry, the 
two young ladies bethought them of paying a visit to 
the ueighbortug town of Xewcome, to that old Mm 
Hasoa who has been mentioned in a foregoing pa^ 
in some yet earlier chapter of our history. She waa 
▼ery old now, very faithful to the TecoUeodons of her 
owD early time, and obUvious of yesterday. Thanks 
to ColuDcl fieiroome's boontj, she had lived in oom- 
Sort for many a long yew past ; and he was aa nuu^ 
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her boy now as in those early days of wMcli we liave 
given but an outline. There were dive's pictmea of 
himself and his father over her little mantel-piece, 
near which she eat in comfort and warmth by the 
winter fire which his bounty supplied. 

Mrs. Mason rememI>eTed Miss Newcome, prompted 
thereto by the hints of her little maid, who was much 
younger, and had a more faithful memory than har 
mistress. Why, Sarah Mason would have forgotten 
the pheasants whose very tails decorated the chimney- 
glass, had not Keziah, the maid, reminded her that 
the young lady was the donor. Then she recollected 
her benefactor, and asked after her fatlier, the 
Baronet ; and wondered, for her port, why her boy, the 
Colonel, was not made baronet, and why his brother 
had the property ? Her father was a very good man; 
though Mrs. Mason had heard he was not much liked 
in those parts, "Dead and gone, was he, poor man?" 
(This came in reply to a bint from Ke2iah, the attend- 
ant, bawled in the old lady's ears, who was very deaf.) 
"Well, well, we must all go; and if we were all good, 
like the Colonel, what was the use of staying? I 
hope his wife will be good. I am sure such a good 
man deserves one," added Mrs. Mason. 

The ladies thought the old woman doting, led there- 
to by the remark of Keziah, the mai<l, that Mrs. 
Mason have a lost her memory. And she asked who 
the other bonny lady was, and Ethel told her that 
Mrs. Pendennis was a friend of the Colonel's and 
CUve'a. 

" Oh, Olive's friend 1 Well, she was a pretty lady, 
and he was a dear pretty boy. He drew those pic- 
tures ; and he took off me in my cap, with my old cat 
and all — my poor old cat that 'a buried this ever so 
long ago." 
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" She has had a letter from the Colonel, Miss," cries 
ont Keziah, " Have n't you had a letter from the 
Colonel, Mum? It came only yesterday." 
Keziah takes out the letter and shows it to the ladiae 
They read as follows : — 

"LoNMS, Feb. 12, 18*-^ 

" Hy dear old Mabor, — I have jiut heuiti from » friend 
of mine wbo tuxB been staying in yoni neighbgrhiKxl, that }'ob 
■!« well and bappj, and that joa bave been making inqnine* 
A^er i/our youiig Koptgraa, Tom Newcomer who u well and 
happy too, and who proposes to be ht^ipUr ttiU before any very 

" Tbe letter which waa written to me about yon waa sent tf 
me in Belgium, at BruBBcls, where I have been living — 
near the place where the foinouB B(Ullt of Waterloo was foughrf 
and as I had run away from Waterloo it fotlmaei mt ' ~ ' 

" I cannot come to Newcame just now to shake my dear ol 
friend and nurse by (lia hand. I have buaineaa in London ; m 
there are those of my name Uoing in Nttoevme who would n 
be very biippy to see me and mine. 

" But I promise yon a. viwt before very long, and Clive wiU^ 
corns with me ; oDd when we come I slidl iDtroducu a nev I 
friend to yon, a very pretty little dau^Ur-in-laie, whom yoaJ 
must promise to love vety much. She is a Scotch kutit, n 
of Diy oldest friend, James Biiinie, Esquire, of the Bengal Civf 
Service, who will give her a prfUy bit of tUier, and her pro 
name ie Miss Bogey Mackenzie. 

" We shall send yon a letMing eake aoon, and a new gowB^ 
for Keiiah (to whom remember me), and when I am gone, my 1 
grandchildren after me will heai what a dear friend you wei*-^ 
to your aSoctiooate ■ 

"Tbouab Niwooui.*^ 

Keziah must have thonght that there was som 
thing between Clive and my wife, for when Lata 
had read the letter she laid it down on the table, i 
sitting down by it, and, hiding her face in her \ 
buiet into tears. 
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Ethel looked steadily at the two pictures of Clive 
and his father. Then she put her hand on her friend's 
shoulder. " Come^ my dear," she said, "it is growing 
late, and I must go hsudk to my children.'' And she 
saluted Mrs. Mason and her maid in a very stately 
manner, and left them, leading my wife away, who 
was still exceedingly overcome. 

We could not stay long at Bosebury after that. 
When Madame de Montcontoor heard the news^ the 
good lady cried toa Mrs. Pendennis's emotion was 
renewed as we passed the gates of Newoome Park on 
our way to the railroad. 



CHAPTER XIL 

XB. AKD MBS. CLIVB NEWCOIOL 

Thb friendsliip between Ethel and LaTii% which 
the last narrated sentimental ocounenoes had so much 
inoreasedi subsists very little impaired up to the 
present day. A lady with many domestic inteieste 
and increasing family^ etc.^ etc.^ cannot be supposed 
to cultivate female intimacies out of doors with that 
ardor and eagerness which young spinsters exhibit in 
their intercourse ; but Laura^ whose kind heart first 
led her to sympathize with her young friend in the 
latter's days of distress and misfortune, has professed 
ever since a growing esteem for Ethel Newcome, and 
says, that the trials and perhaps grief which the young 
lady now had to undergo have brought out the noblest 
qufdities of her disposition. She is a very different 
person from the giddy and worldly girl who compelled 
our admiration of late in the days of her triumphant 
j'outhful Wauty, of her wayward generous humor, of 
her frivolities and her flirtations. 

Did Ethel shed tears in secret over the marriage 
which had caused Laura*s gentle eyes to overflow ? 
We might divine the girl's grief, but we respected it. 
The subject was never mentioned by the ladies be- 
tween themselves, and even in her most intimate 
commuuioatious with her husband that gentleman is 
bound to s;\v his wife maintained a tender i^serre 
ujx>n the ^xnut^ nor ear^ to speculate upon a subject 
which her friend held saci^ I could not for my 
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part but acquiesce in this reticence; and, Lf Ethel felt 
regret and remorse, admire tbe dignity of her silence, 
and the sweet composure of her now changed and 
Baddened demeanor. 

The interchange of letters between the two friends 
was constant, and in these the younger lady described 
at length the duties, occupations, and pleasures, of 
her new life. She bad quite broken with the world, 
and devoted herself entirely to tbe nurture and edu- 
cation of iter brotliei's orphan children. She edu- 
cated herself in order to teach them. Her letters 
contain drull yet touching confessions of her own 
ignorance and her determination to overcome it 
There was no lack of masters of all kinds in New- 
come. She set herself to work like a sclioot-girl. 
The piano in the little room near the conservatory 
was thumped by Aunt Ethel until it became quite 
obedient to her, and yielded the sweetest music under 
her fingers. When she came to pay us a visit at Fair- 
oaks some two years afterwards she played for our 
dancing children, (our third is named Ethel, our 
second Helen, after one still more dear), and we were 
in admiration of her skilL There must have been the 
labor of many lonely nights when her little charges 
were at rest, and she and her sad thoughts sat up 
together, before she overcame the difficulties of the 
instrument so as to be able to soothe herself and to 
charm and delight her children. 

When the divorce was pronounced, which came ia 
due form, though we know that Lady Highgate waa 
not much happier than the luckless Lady Clara New- 
come had been, Ethel's dread was lest Sir Barnes 
should marry again, and by introducing a new mis- 
tress into his house should deprive her of the care 
of her children. 
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Miss Xewcome judged her brother rightly in that 
be would try to many, but a noble young liidy to 
whom be offered bimeelf rejected him, to his surprise 
and indignation, for a beggarly clergyman with a 
email living, on which ahe elected to starve ; and the 
wealtliy daughter of a neighboring manufacturer 
whom he next proposed to honor with hia gracious 
hand, fled from him with horror to the amis of her 
father, wondering how such a man as that should ever 
dare to propose marriage to an honest girl. Sir 
Barnes Newcome was much surprised at this outbreak 
of anger ; he thought himself a very ill-used and un- 
fortunate man, a victim of most cruel persecutions, 
which we may be sure did not improve his temper or 
tend to the happiness of his circle at home. Peevish- 
ness, and selfish rage, quarrels with servants and 
governesses, and other domestic disquiet, Ethel had of 
course to bear from her brother, but not actual per* 
Bonal ill-usage. The fiery temper of former days 
was subdued in her, but the haughty resolution 
remained, which was more than a match for her 
brother's cowardly tyranny; besides, she was th« 
mistress of sixty thousand pounds, and by many wUy 
hints and piteous appeals to his sister Sir Bamea 
sought to secure this desirable sum of money for hia 
poor dear unfortunate children. 

He professed to thlitk that she was raining herself 
(or her younger brothers, whose expenses the young 
lady was defraying, this one at college, that in the 
army, and whose maintenance he thought might be 
amply defrayed out of their own little fortunes and 
his mother's jointure : and, by ingeniously proving 
that a vast number of hia household expenses were 
personal to Miss ^ewcome and would never have 
been incurred but for hei residence in his house, he 
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subtracted for his own benefit no inconsiderable por- 
tion of ber income. Thus the carriage-horses were 
hers, for what need had he, a niiseral)le bachelor, of 
anything more than a, riding-horse and a brougham ? 
A certain number of the domestics were hers, and as 
he could get no scoundrel of hia own to stay with 
him, he took Miss Newcome's servants. He would 
have had her pay the coals which burned in his grate, 
and the taxes due to our Sovereign Lady the Queen ; 
but in truth at the end of the year, with her domestic 
bounties and her charities round about Newcome, 
which daily increased as she became acquainted with 
her indigent neighbors, Miss Ethel, the heiress, was 
as poor aa many poorer persons. 

Her charities increased daily with her means of 
knowing the people round about her. She gave 
much time to them and thought ; visited from house 
to house, without ostentation ; was awe-stricken by 
that spectacle of the poverty which we have with ns 
always, of which the sight rebukes onr selfish griefs 
into silence, the thought compels us to charity, humil- 
ity, and devotion. The priests of our various creeds, 
who elsewhere are doing battle together eontinually, 
lay down their arms in its presence and kneel before 
it i subjugated by that overpowering master. Death, 
never dying out; hunger always crying ; and children 
bom to it day after day, — our young London lady, 
flying from the splendors and follies iu which her 
life had been passed, found herself in the presence of 
these ; threading darkling alleys which swarmed with 
wretched life ; sitting by naked beds, whither by 
God's blessing she was sometimes enabled to carry a 
little comfort and consolation; or whence she came 
heart^tricken by the overpowering miserj-, or touched 
by the patient resignation of the new friends to whom 
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fate had directed her. And here she met the ptiet 
upon his shrift, the homely missionary beating ' ' 
words of conBoJation, the quiet curate pacing his ' 
round, and was known to all these, and enabled now 
and again to help their people in trouble. "Oh! 
what good there is in this woman," my wife would 
say to me as she laid one of Miss Ethel's letters 
aside ; " who would have thought this was the girl of 
your glaring London ball-room ? If she has had grief 
to bear, how it has chastened and improved her." 

And now I have to confess that all this time, 
whilst Ethel Kewcome has been growing in grace 
with my wife, poor Clive has been lapsing sadly out 
of favor. She has no patience with Clive. She drubs 
her little foot when his name k mentioned and turns 
the Eubject. WTiither are all the tears and pJti 
fled now ? Mrs. Laura has transferred all her regi 
to Ethel, and when that lady's ex-suitor writes 1 
Ms old friend, or other news is had of him, Laoi 
files out in her usual tirades against the world, 1 
horrid wicked selfish world, which spoils everyb. 
who oomes near it. What has Clive done, in v 
apologist asks, that an old friend should be so anp 
with him ? 

She is not angry with him — not she. 
does not care about him. She wishes him no maoi 
of harm — not the least, only she has lost all intere 
in him. And the Colonel too, the poor good i 
Colonel, was actually in Mrs. Pendennis's black boold 
and when he sent her the Brussels veil which i 
have heard of, she did not think it was a bargain i 
all — not particularly pretty; in fact rather dear s 
the money. When we met Mr. and Mrs. Clive N"ei 
oome in London, whither they came a few montl 
after their marriage, and where Bosey appeared a 
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pretty, happy, good-humored a little bluahing bride 
as eyes need behold, Mis. Pendennis's reception of 
her vas quite a curiosity of decorum. " I not receive 
her well ! " cried Laura ; " how on earth would you 
have me receive her ? I talked to her about every- 
thing, and she only answered yea or no. I showed 
her the children, and ahe did not seem to care. Her 
only conversation was about millinery aud Brussels 
balls, and about her dress at the Drawing-room. The 
Drawing-room! What business has she with such 
follies." 

The fact is, that the Drawing-room was Tom New- 
come's affair, not his son's, who wafi heartily ashamed 
of the figure he cut in that astounding costume, which 
English private gentlemen are made to sport when 
they bend the knee before their Gracious Sovereign. 

Warrington roasted poor Clive upon the occasion, 
and complimented him with his usual gravity, until 
the young fellow blushed, aud his father somewhat 
testily signified to our friend that his irony was not 
agreeable. " I suppose," says the Colonel, witt great 
hauteur, " that there is nothing ridiculous in an Eng- 
lish gentleman entertaining feelinga of loyalty and 
testifying his respect to his Queen ; and I presume 
that her Majesty knows best, and has a right to order 
in what dress her aubjecta shall appear before her ; 
and I don't think it 's kind of you, George, I say, I 
don't think it 's kind of you to quiz my boy for doing 
bis duty to his Queen and to his father too, sir, — for 
It was at my request that Clive went — - and we went 
together, sir, to the levee and then to the Drawing- 
room afterwards with Rosey, who was presented by 
the lady of my old friend, Sir George Tufto, a lady 
of rank herself, and the wife of as brave an officer as 
ever drew a sword." 
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Warrington stammered an apology for his levity, 
but no explanations were satisfactory, and it was 
clear Greorge had wounded the feelings of our dear 
simple old friend. 

After Olive's marriage, which was performed at 
Brussels, Uncle James and the lady, his sister, whom 
we have sometimes flippantly ventured to call the 
Campaigner, went off to perform that journey to 
Scotland which James had meditated for ten years 
past ; and, now little Kosey was made happy for life, 
to renew acquaintance with little Josey. The Col- 
onel and his son and daughter-in-law came to London, 
not to the bachelor quarters, where we have seen 
them, but to an hotel, which they occupied until their 
new house could be provided for them, a sumptuoos 
mansion in the Tyburnian district, and one which 
became people of their station. 

We have been informed already what the Colonel's 
income was, and have the gratification of knowing 
that it was very considerable. The simple gentleman 
who would dine off a crust, and wear a coat for ten 
years, desired that his children should have the best 
of everything : ordered about upholsterers, painters, 
carriage-makers, in his splendid Indian way; pre- 
sented pretty Rosey with brilliant jewels for her in- 
troduction at Court, and was made happy'by the sight 
of the blooming young creature decked in these mag- 
nificences, and admired by all his little circle. The 
old boys, the old generals, the old colonels, the old 
qul-hls from the club, came and paid her their hom- 
age ; the directors' ladies and the generals' ladies 
called upon her, and feasted her at vast banquets 
served on sumptuous plate. Newcome purchased 
plate and gave banquets in return for these hospitali- 
ties. Mrs. Clive had a neat close carriage for even- 
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lugs, and a splendid barouche to drive in ttie Park. 
It was pleasant to see this equipage at four o'clock 
of an afternoon, driving up to Bays'a, with Rosey 
most gorgeously attired reclining within ; and to be> 
hold the stately grace of the old gentleman aa he 
stepped out to welcome hia daughter-in-law, and the 
bow he made before he entered her carriage Then 
they would drive round the Park ; round and round 
and round ; and the old generals, and the old colonels, 
and old fogies, and their ladies and daughters, would 
nod and smile out of their carriages as they crossed 
each other upon this charming career of pleasure. 

I confess that a dinner at the Colonel's, now he ap- 
peared in all his magnificence, was awfully slow. Ho 
peaches could look fresher than Kosey's cheeks, — 
no damask was fairer than her pretty little shoul- 
ders. Xo one, I am sure, could be happier than she, 
but she did not impart her happiness to her friends ; 
and replied chiefly by smiles to the conversation of 
the gentlemen at her side. It is true that these were 
for the most part elderly dignitaries, distinguished 
military officers with blue-black whiskers, retired old 
Indian judges, and the like, occupied with their 
viotuals, and generally careless to please. But that 
solemn happiness of the Colonel, who shall depict it ? 
— that look of affection with which he greeted his ■ 
daughter as she entered, flounced to the waist, twink- 
ling with innumerable jewels, holding a dainty pocket- 
handkerchief, with smiling eyes, dimpled cheeks, and 
golden ringlets 1 He would take her hand, or follow 
her about from group to group, exchanging precibus 
observations about the weather, the Park, the Exhibi- 
tion, nay, the Opera, for the old man actually went to 
the Opera with bis little girl, and solemnly snoozed 
hy her side in a white waistcoat 
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Very likely this was the happiest period of Thomas 
Newcome's life. No woman (save one perhaps fifty 
years ago) had ever seemed so fond of him as that 
little girL What pride he had in her, and what eaie 
he took of her ! If she was a little ailing, what anx- 
iety and harrying for doctors! What droll letten 
came from James Binnie, and how they laoghad over 
them; with what respectful attention he acquainted 
Mrs. Mack with everything that took plaoe; with 
what enthusiasm that Campaigner replied I Joaey's 
hosband called a special blessing upon his head in the 
church at Musselburgh; and little Jo herself sent a 
tinful of Scotch bun to her darling sister, with a re- 
quest from her husband that he might have a UfW 
shares in the famous Indian Ck)mpany. 

The Company was in a highly flourishing oondition, 
as you may suppose, when one of its directon, who at 
the same time was one of the honestest men auveb 
thought it was his duty to liye in the splendor ia 
which we now behold him. Many wealthy City men 
did homage to him. His brother Hobson, though the 
Colonel had quarrelled with the chief of the firm, yet 
remained on amicable terms with Thomas Xewoome» 
and shared and returned his banquets for a while. 
Charles Houevman we may be sure was present at 
many of them, and smirked a blessing over the plen- 
teous meal. The Colonel's influence was such with 
Mr. Sherrick that he pleaded Charles's cause with 
that gentleman, and actually brought to a suocessfol 
termiuation that little love-ofEair in which we have 
seen Miss Sherrick and Charles engaged. Mr. Sher- 
rick was not disposed to part with much money 
during his lifetime — indeed he proved to Colonel 
Newo\>me that he was not so rich as the world sup- 
posed him. But by the Colonel's interest the chap- 
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lainoy of Bogglywallah was procured for the Kev, 
C. Honeyman, who now forms tlie delight of that 
flourishing station. 

All this while we have said little about Clive, who 
in tnith was somehow in the background in this 
flourishing New come group. To please the best 
father in the world ; the kindest old friend who en- 
dowed his niece with the best part of his savings ; to 
settle that question about marriage and have an end 
of it ; Clive Newcome had taken a pretty and fond 
young girl, who respected and admired him beyond 
all men, and who heartily desired to make him happy. 
To do as much would not hia father have stripped his 
coat from his back, — have put his head under 
Juggernaut's chai'iot- wheel, — have saeriliced any 
ease, comfort, or pleasure for the youngster's benefit? 
One great passion he had had and closed the account 
of it T a worldly ambitious girl — how foolishly wor- 
shipped and passionately beloved no matter — had 
played with him for years ; had flung him away when 
a dissolute suitor with a great fortune and title had 
offered himself. Was he to whine and despair bp- 
cause a jilt had fooled hiro ? He had too much pride 
and courage for any such submission; he would ac- 
cept the lot in life which was offered to him, no unde- 
sirable one surely; he would fulfil the wish of his 
father's heart, and cheer his kind declining years. In 
this way the marriage was brought about. It was but 
a whisper to Rosey in the drawing-room, a start and a 
blush from the little girl as he took the little willing 
haud, a kiss for her from her delighted old father-in- 
law, a twinkle in good old James's eyes, and double 
embrace from the Campaigner as she stood over them 
in a benedictory attitude ; — expressing her surprise at 
an event for which she had been jockeying ever since 




A* mC eyea oa joong y vwcone ; oad calliiig upon 
BMna to Uess ber duldroL So^ u » good thing 
wbcn it is to be dooe bad best be dooe qoiekly, these 
worthy UXka went off almost stnightvaj to a deriiy- 
aMD, and wen nurrod oat of hand — to the astioiusli- 
flUttt of Captaloa Hob; and Goby when they came to 
bnr of tbfl event. Well, my gallant young painter 
and friend of my boyhood ! if my wife chooses to be 
tagTy at your maniage, shall her hmbond not wish 
you happy 7 Suppose we had married our first lores, 
others of us, were we the happier now? Ask i£r. 
Foiulennis, who Bulked in his tents when his Costi- 
gan, his Briseis, was ravished from him. A^k poor 
Ouorg? WarritHftoD, who had Ms own way. Heaven 
help him 1 There was no need why Clive should turn 
monk because number one refused him; and, that 
Ohftrmer rniuoved, why he should not take to his 
ha&rt number two. I am bound to say, that when I 
•Iproised tiw-HQ opiniflns to Mrs. Laura, she was more 
RUffry and provoked than crer. 

It is in the naturo of such a simple soul as Thomas 
Nt'wcomp to St'" liiit one side of a question, and having 
onoe fixed Ethel's worldliness in his mind, and her 
brother's treason, to allow no argument of advocates 
of the other side to shake his displeasure. Hence the 
one or two appeals which Laura ventured to make on 
behalf of her friend, were checked by the good Colooal 
with a stern negation. If Ethel was not guiltless, 
the could not make him see at least that she wu 
not guilty. He dashed away all excuses and pallia^ 
tions. Exasperated as he was, he persisted in regard- 
iag the poor girl's conduct in its most anfaToraUa 
light, "She was rajeotod, and deservedly rejected, 
by the Marquis of F^intosh," he broke out to ma 
oueet who was not indeed authorind to tall all I knew 
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regarding the storj ; "the whole town hnows it; all 

tlie clubs ring with it. 1 blush, sir, to think that my 
brother's child shouhl hare brought such a stain upoa 
OUT name." In rain I told him that my wife, who 
knew all the circumstances much better, judged Misa 
Newcome far more favorably, and indeed greatly 
esteemed and loved her. " Psha ! sir," breaks out 
the indignant Colonel, "your wife is an innocent 
c^ature, who does not know the world aa we men of 
experience do,' — as I do, sir;" and would have no 
more of the discussion. There is no doubt about it, 
there was a coolness between my old friend's father 
and us. 

Aa for Barnes Neweome we gave up that worthy, 
and the Colonel showed him no mercy. He recalled 
words used by Warrington, which I have recorded in 
a former page, and vowed that he only watched for 
an opportunity to crush the miserable reptile. He 
hated Barnes aa a loathsome traitor, coward, and 
criminal; he made no secret of his opinion: and 
Clive, with the remembrance of former injuries, of 
dreadful heart-pangs ; the inheritor of his father's 
blood, his honesty of nature, and his impetuous enmity 
against wrong ; shai-ed to the full his sire's antipathy 
against his coubIu, and publicly expressed his acorn 
and contempt for him. About Ethel he would not 
speak. "Perhaps what you aay, Pen, is true," he 
said. " I hope it is. Pray God it is," But his quiv- 
ering lips and Berce countenance, when her name was 
mentioned or her defence attempted, showed that he 
too had come to think ill of her. " Aa for her 
brother, as for that scoundrel," he would say, clinch- 
ing his fist, "if ever I can punish him I will. I 
shouldn't have the soul of a dog, if ever I forgot the 
wtongB that have been done me by that vagabond. 
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Forgiveness? Pshal An yoa Jangling to 
rnons^ Pen, at your wife's leading^fcrings ? Are yoa 
preadiing that cant? There are some injuries fhat 
no honest man should f orgive, and I shall be a rogue 
on the day I sluLke hands with that villain.'' 

^Clive has adopted the Iroqxu>i8 ethics^'' eayi 
George Warrington^ smoldng his pipe sententiously, 
^rather than those whieh are at present received 
among us. I am not sure that something is not to he 
said| as against the Eastern, upon the Western, or 
Tomahawki or Ojibbeway side of the question. I 
should not like," he added, ^ to be in a vmuhtia or 
f eud| and to have you, Clive, and the old Colonel ei^ 
gaged against me." 

*^1 would rather," I said, ^ for my part, have half a 
dozen such enemies as Clive and the Colonel, than 
one like Barnes. You never know where or when 
tliat villain may hit you." And before a very short 
period was over, Sir Barnes Newoome, Bart, hit his 
two hostile kinsmen such a blow, as one might ezpeot 
from such a quarter. 



CHAPTER XnL 

MRS. CLIVE AT HOMB. 

* As Cliye and his father did not think fit to conceal 
their opinions regarding their kinsman, Barnes New- 
come, and uttered them in many public places when 
Sir Barnes's conduct was brought into question, we 
may be sure that their talk came to the Baronef s 
ears, and did not improve his already angry feeling 
towards those gentlemen. For a while they had the 
best of the attack. The Colonel routed Barnes out 
of his accustomed club at Bays's; where also the 
gallant Sir George Tufto expressed himself pretty 
openly with respect to the poor Baronet's want of 
courage : the Colonel had bullied and brow-beaten 
Barnes in the parlor of his own bank, and the story 
was naturally well known in the City 5 where it cer- 
tainly was not pleasant for Sir Barnes, as he walked 
to 'Change, to meet sometimes the scowls of the 
angry man of war, his uncle, striding down to the 
offices of the Bundlecund Bank, and armed with that 
terrible bamboo-cane. 

But though his wife had undeniably run away after 
notorious ill-treatment from her husband ; though he 
had shown two white feathers in those unpleasant 
little affairs with his uncle and cousin; though Sir 
Barnes Newcome was certainly neither amiable nor 
popular in the City of London, his reputation as a 
most intelligent man of business still stood; the 
credit of his house was deseryedly high, and people 
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banked with tdm, and traded with him, in spite of 
&ithle88 wiyes and hostile colonels. 

When the outbreak between Colonel Newcome and 
his nephew took place, it may be remembered that 
Mr. Hobson NewcomCi the other partner of the firm 
of Hobson Brothers, waited upon Colonel Newcomei 
as one of the principal English directors of the B. B. 
C, and hoped that sdthough private differences would, 
of coarse, oblige Thomas Newoome to cease ail per* 
Bonal dealings with the bank of Hobson, the afEsin 
of the Company in which he was interested ought 
not to suffer on this account^ and that the Indian 
firm should continue dealing with Hobsons on the 
same footing as before. Mr. Hobson Newcome repre- 
sented to the Colonel, in his jolly frank way, that 
whatever happened between the latter and his nephew 
Barnes, Thomas Newcome had still one friend in ths 
house ; that the transactions between it and the Iii!» 
dian Company were mutually advantageous ; finally, 
that the manager of the Indian bank might continue 
to do business with Hobsons as before. So the B. B. 
C sent its consignments to Hobson Brothers, and 
drew its bills, which were duly honored by that 
firm. 

More than one of Colonel Newcome's City acquaint- 
ances, among them his agent, Mr. Jolly, and his in- 
genuous friend, Mr. Sherrick, especially, hinted to 
Thomas Newcome to be very cautious in his dealings 
with Hobson Brothers, and keep a special care lest 
that house should play him an evil turn. They both 
told him that Barnes Newcome had said more than 
once, in answer to reports of the Colonel's own 
speeches against Barnes, ''I know that hot-headed, 
blundering Indian uncle of mine is furious against 
me, on account of an absurd private affair and mis- 
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nnderataniHng, wliicb he is too obstinate to see in the 
proper light. What is my return for the abuse and 
rant which he lavishes against me ? I cannot forget 
that he is my grandfather's son, an old man, utterly 
ignorant both of society and business here ; and as 
he is interested io this Indian Banking Company, 
which must be preciously conducted when it ap- 
pointed him as the guardian and overseer of its affaira 
ia England, I do my very best to serve the Company, 
and I can tell you, its blundering, muddle-headed 
managers, black and white, owe no little to the assist- 
ance which they have had from our house. If they 
don't like ua, why do they go on dealing with as 7 
We don't want them and their bills. We were a 
leading house fifty years before they were born, and 
shall continue to be so long after they come to an 
end." Such was Barnes's case, as stated by himself. 
It was not a very bad one, or very unfairly stated, 
considering the advocate. I believe he has always 
persisted in thinking that he never did bis uncle any 
wrftng. 

Mp, Jolly and Mr. Sherrick, then, both entreated 
Thomas Sewcome to use his best endeavors, and 
bring the connection of the B. B. C. and Hobson 
Brothers to a speedy end. But Jolly was an in- 
terested party; be and his friends would have had 
the agency of the B. B. C, and the profits thereof, 
which Hobsona had taken from them. Mr. Sherriok 
was an outside pi-actitioner, a guerilla amongst regu- 
lar merchants. The opinions of one and the other, 
though submitted by Thomas Newcome duly to hia 
eo-paitners, the managers and London Board of 
Directors of the Bundlecuad Banking Company, were 
overruled by that assembly. 

They had their estabUshment and apartments ia 
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the City; they had their olerks and mesaengeiSi 
their managers' room and board-room, their meetingSy 
where no doubt great quantities of letters were read, 
Tast ledgers produced ; where Tom Newoome was 
yoted into the ohair, and voted out with thanks; 
where speeches were made, and the affairs of the 
B. B. C. properly discussed. These subjects are mys- 
teriouSi terrifying, unknown to me. I cannot pretend 
to describe them. Fred Bayham, I remember, used 
to be great in his knowledge of the affairs of the Bnn- 
dleound Banking Company. He talked of cotton, 
wool, copper, opium, indigo, Singapore, Manilla, China, 
Calcutta, Australia, with prodigious eloquence and flur 
ency. His conversation was about millions. The 
most astounding paragraphs used to appear in the 
<^Pall Mall Gazette '' regarding the annual dinner at 
Blackwall, which the directors gave, and to which he^ 
and George, and I, as friends of the court, were 
invited. What orations were uttered, what flowing 
bumpers emptied in the praise of this great Con^ 
pany ; what quantities of turtle and punch did Fred 
devour at its expense ! Colonel Newcome was the 
kindly old chairman at these banquets; the Prinoe, 
his son, taking but a modest part in the ceremonies, 
and sitting with us, his old crouies. 

All the gentlemen connected with the board, all 
those with whom the B. B. C. traded in London, paid 
Thomas Newcome extraordinary respect. His charac- 
ter for wealth was deservedly great, and of course 
multiplied by the tongue of Kumor. F. B. knew to 
a few millions of rupees, more or less, what the 
Colonel possessed, and what Olive would inherit. 
Thomas Xewcome's distinguished military services, 
his high bearing, lofty courtesy, simple but touching 
garrulity; — for the honest man talked much more 
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now than he had been accustomed to do in fonnei 

days, and -was not insensible to the flattery which his 
vealth brought him ; — his reputation as a keen man 
of business, who had made his own fortune by operar 
tions equally prudent and spirited, and who might 
make the fortunes of hundreds of other people, 
brought the worthy Colonel a number of friends, 
and I promise you that the loudest huzzaa greeted 
hia health when it waa proposed at the BlackwaE din- 
ners. At the second annual dinner after dive's mar- 
riage some friends presented Mrs. Clive Newcome 
witJi a fine testimonial. There was a superb silver 
cocoa-nut tree, whereof the leaves were dexterously 
arranged for holding candles and piokles ; under the 
cocoa-nut was an Indian prince on a camel giving his 
hand to a cavalry officer on horseback — a howitzer, a 
plough, a loom, a bale of cotton, on which were the 
East India Company's arms, a Brahmin, Britannia, 
and Commerce with a cornucopia, were grou[jed round 
the principal figures: and if you would see a noble 
account of this chaste and elegant specimen of British 
art, you are referred to the pages of the "Pall Mall 
Gazette " of that year, as well as to Fred Bayham'a 
noble speech in the course of the evening, when it 
was exhibitetL The East and its wars, and its heroes, 
Assaye and Seringapatam (" and Lord Lake and Laa- 
waree too," calls out the Colonel, greatly elated), 
tigei^hunting, palanquins. Juggernaut, elephants, the 
burning of widows — all passed before us in F. B.'s 
splendid oration. He spoke of the products of the 
Indian forest, the palm-tree, the cocoa-nut tree, the 
banyan-tree. Palms the Colonel had already brought 
back with him, — the palms of valor, won in the field 
of war (cheers). Cocoa-nut trees he had never seen, 
thongh he had heard wondera related regarding the 
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milky contents of their fruit. Here at any rate was 
one tree of the kind, nnder the branches of which he 
humbly trusted often to repose — and, if he might be 
so bold as to carry on the Eastern metaphor, he would 
say, knowing the excellence of the Colonel's claret 
and the splendor of his hospitality, that he would 
prefer a cocoa-nut day at the Colonel's to a banyan 
day anywhere else. Whilst F. B.'s speech went on, I 
remember J. J. eying the trophy, and the queer ex- 
pression of his shrewd face. The health of British 
Artists was drunk apropos of this splendid specimen 
of their skill, and poor J. J. Ridley, Esq., A. R. A., 
had scarce a word to say in return. He and Clive sat 
by one another, the latter very silent and gloomy. 
When J. J. and I met in the world, we talked about 
our friend, and it was easy for both of us to see that 
neither was satisfied with Clive's condition. 

The fine house in Tybumia was completed by this 
time, as gorgeous as money could make it How dif- 
ferent it was from the old Fitzroy Square mansion 
with its ramshackle furniture, and spoils of brokers' 
shops, and Tottenham-court Road odds and ends ! 
An Oxford Street upholsterer had been let loose in 
the yet virgin chambers ; and that inventive genius 
had decorated them with all the wonders his fancy 
could devise. Roses and cupids quivered on the ceil- 
ings, up to which golden arabesques crawled from the 
walls ; your face (handsome or otherwise) was re- 
flected by countless looking-glasses, so multiplied and 
arranged, as it were, to carry you into the next street. 
You trod on velvet, pausing with respect in the centre 
of the carpet, where Rosey's cipher was worked in the 
sweet flowers which bear her name. What delightful 
crooked legs the chairs had I What corner-cupboards 
there were filled with Dresden gimcracks, which it 
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waa a part of this little woman's buBiness in life to 
purchaae I What HagirM, and bonbonniiret, and cliif- 
fonnUres I Wliat awfully bad pastels there were on 
the walls I Wlaat frightful Boucher and Lancret 
shepherds and shepherdesses leered over the porii- 
irea/ What velvet-bound volumes, mother-of-pearl 
albums, inkstands representing beasts of the field, 
priedieu chairs, and wonderful knick-kuacks I can 
recollect ! There was the most magiiiticcDt piano, 
though Rosey seldom sang any of her six songs now ; 
and when she kept her couch at a certain most inter- 
esting period, the good Colonel, ever anxious to pro- 
cure amusement for his darling, asked whether she 
would not like a barrel-organ grinding fifty or sixty 
favorite pieces, which a bearer could turn ? And he 
mentioned how Windus, of their regiment, who loved 
music exceedingly, had a very fine instrument of this 
kind out to Barrackpore in the year 1810, and relays 
of barrels by each ship with all the new tunes from 
Europe. The testimonial took its place in the centre 
ot Mrs, dive's table, surrounded by satellites of plate- 
The delectable parties were constantly gathered to- 
gether, the grand barouche rolling in the Park, or 
Stopping at the principal shops. Little Bosey bloomed 
in millinery, and waa still the smiling little pet of her 
father-in-law, and poor Clive, in the midst of all these 
splendors, waa gaunt, and sad, and silent ; listless at 
most times, bitter and savage at others, pleased only 
when he was out of the society which bored him, and 
in the company of George and J. J., the simple frienda 
of his youth. 

His careworn look and altered appearance mollified 
my wife towards him — who had almost taken him 
again into favor. But she did not care for Mrs. Clive, 
and the Colonel, somehow, grew cool towards as, and 
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began to look askance upon tbe little band of dire'B 
friends. It seemed as if there were two parties in 
the house. There was Clive's set — <T. J., the shrewd 

silent little paiuter ; Warrington, the cynic ; and the 
author of the present biography, who was, I believe, 
supposed to give himself contemptuous airs, and to 
have become very high and mighty since hia marriage. 
Then there was the great, numerous, and eminently 
respectable set, whose names were all registered in 
little Rosey's little visiting-book, and to whose houses 
she drove round, duly delivering the cards of Mr. and 
Mrs. Ciive Neweome, and Colonel Newcome ; — the 
Generals and Colonels, the Judges and the Fogies. 
The only man who kept well with both sides of the 
house was F. Bayham, Esq., who, having got into 
clover, remained in the enjoyment of that welcome 
pasture ; who really loved Clive and the Colonel too, 
and had a hundred pleasant things and funny stories, 
(the droll odd creature ! ) to tell to the little lady for 
whom we others could scarcely find a word. The old 
friends of the student-days were not forgotten, but 
they did not seem to get on in the new house. The 
Miss Gandishes came to one of Mrs. Clive's balls, 
still in blue crape, still with ringlets on their wizened 
old foreheads, accompanying papa, with bis shirt- 
collars turned down — who gazed in mute wonder on 
the splendid scene. Warrington actually asked iiiss 
Gandish to dance, making woful blunders, however, 
in the quadrille, while Clive, with something like one 
of lus old smiles on his face, took out Wiss Zoe Gan- 
dish, her sister. We made Gandish overeat and over- 
drink himself in the supper-room, and Clive ch&ered 
him by ordering a full length of Mrs. Clive Kewcome, 
from his distinguished penciL Never was seeu a 
grander exhibition of white satin and jewels. Sm^^ 
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R. A., was furious at the preference shown to his 
rival. 

We had Sandy M'Collop, too, at the party, who had 
returned from Rome, with his red beard, and his pic- 
ture of the murder of the Ked Comyn, which made 
but a dim cfEect in the Octagon Room of the Koyal 
Academy, where the bleeding agonies of the dying 
warrior were veiled in an unkind twilight. On Sandy 
and his brethren little Rosey looked rather coldly. 
She tossed up her little head in conversation with me, 
and gave me to understand that this party was only 
an omnium gaiherum, not one of the select parties, 
from which Heaven defend us. " We are I'oins, and 
Nym, and Pistol," growled out George Warrington, 
08 he strode away to finish the evening In Clive's 
painting and smoking room. " Now Prince Hal is 
married, and shares the paternal throne, his I'rincess 
is ashamed of his brigand associates of former days." 
She came and looked at us with a feeble little smile, 
as we sat smoking, and let the daylight in on us from 
the open door, and hinted to Jlr. Clive that it was 
time to go to bed- 
So Clive Newcome lay in a bed of down and tossed 
and tumbled there. He went to fine dinners, and sat 
silent over them ; rode fine horses, and black Care 
jumped up behind the moody horseman. He was cut 
oS in a great measure from the friends of his youtli, 
or saw them by a kind of stealth and sufferance ; waa 
a very lonely, poor fellow, I am afraid, now that 
people were testimonializing his wife, and many 
an old comrade growling at his haughtiness and 
prosperity. 

In former days, when his good father recognized 
the difference which fate, and time, and temper, had 
Bet between him and his son, we have seen with what 
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It gentle acquiescence the old man sabmitted to liia 
inevitable fortune, and how bumbly he bore that 
Btroke of separation which afflicted the boy lightly 
enough, but caused the loviug eiie so much pain. 
Then there was no bitterneas between them, in spite 
of the fatal division ; bat now, it seemed as if there 
was anger on Thomas Newcome's part, because, though 
come together again, they were not united, though 
with every outward appliance of happiness Clive was 
not happy. What young man on earth eonld look for 
more ? a sweet young wife, a handaome home, of 
whifih the only encumbrance was an old father, who 
would give his last drop of blood in his son's behalf. 
And it was to bring about this end that Thomas Xev- 
come had toiled and had amassed a fortune! Could 
not Clive, with his talents and education, go down 
once or twice a week to the City and take a decent 
part in the bustness by which bis wealth was secured ? 
He appeared at the various board-rooms and Ci^ 
conclaves, yawned at the meetings, and drew figurM 
on the blotting-paper of the Company ; had no interest 
in its transactions, no heart in its affairs ; went awaj 
and galloped his horse »lone; or returned to I 
painting-room, put on his old velvet jacket, i 
Ti.-orked with his palettes and brushes. Palettes a 
bmshes I Could he not give up tbeae toys when li 
was called to a much higher station in the world 
Conld he not go talk with Rosey ; — drive with I 
kind little soul, whose whole desire was to make him 
happy ? Such thoughts aa these, no doubt, darkened 
the Colonel's mind, and deepened the furrows nnind 
hts old eyes. So it is, we judge men by our ( 
rtamlards; jndga oar nearest and deamt ' 

Many and manj a tinw did CUre try and talk t 
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the little Rosey, who chirped and prattled so gayly to 
his fiither. Many a time would she come and sit by 
his ease), and try her little powers to charm him, 
bring him little tales about their acquaiutauces, 
stories about this ball and that concert, practise art- 
less smiles upon lum, gentle little bouderUs, tears, 
perhaps followed by caresses and recouciliation. At 
the end of which be would return to his cigar; and 
she, with a sigh and a heavy heart, to the good old 
man who had bidden her to go and talk with him. 
He nsed to feel that his father had sent her; the 
thought came across hiai in their oonveraations, and 
Straightway his heart would abut up and his face 
grow gloomy. They were not made to mate with 
one another. That was the truth. 

Just before the testimonial Mr. Clive was in con- 
stant attendance at home, and very careful aud kind 
and happy with his wife, and the whole family party 
went very agreeably. Doctors were in constant at- 
tendance at Mrs. CliT-e Newcome'a door; prodiyious 
care was taken by the gooti Colonel in wrapping her 
and in putting her little feet on sofas, and in lead- 
ing her to her carriage. The Campaigner came over 
in immense flurry from Edinburgh (where Uncle 
James was now very comfortably lodged in Picardy 
Place, with the most agreeable society round about 
him), and all this circle was in a woi-d very close and 
happy and intimate; but woe is me, Thomas Xew- 
come's fondest hoptes were disappointed this time ; 
his little grandson lived but to see the light and leave 
it : and sadly, sadly, those preparations were put 
away, those poor little robes and caps, those delicate 
muslins and cambrics over which many a care had 
been forgotten, many a fond prayer thought, if not 
uttered. Poor little Rosey ! she felt tlie grief very 
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keenly j but Bhe rallied from it very aoon. In a Twy 
few months ter cheeks vere blooming and dim pling 
with smiles again, and she was telling as how her' 
party was an omniujn gatherum. 

The Campaigner had ere this returned to the 
of her northern exploits ; not, I believe, entirely of 
the worthy woman's own free will. Assuming the 
command of the household, whilst her daughter kept 
her sofa, Mrs. Mackenzie had set that establishment 
into uproar and mutiny. She had offended the butler, 
outraged the housekeeper, wounded the sensibilities 
of the footmen, insulted the doctor, and trampled on 
the inmost corns of the nurse. It was surprising 
what a change appeared in the Campaigner's conduct, 
and how little, in former days. Colonel Newcome had 
known her. What the Emperor Napoleon the First 
said respecting our Russian enemies, might be applied' 
to this lady, Grattez la, and she appeared a Tartar. 
Clive and his father had a little comfort and conver- 
sation in conspiring against her. The old man nerer 
dared to try, but was pleased with the younger's spirit 
and gaUautiy in the series of final actions which, com- 
mencing over poor little Eosey'a prostrate body in the 
dressing-room, were continued in the drawing-room, 
resumed with terrible vigor on the enemy's part in 
the dining-room, and ended, to the triumph of the 
whole establishment, at the outside of the hall-door. 

When the routed Tartar force had fled back to its 
native north, Rosey made a confession, which CUva. 
told me afterwards, bursting with bitter laughter,' 
" You and papa seem to be very much agitated," shfti 
said. (Kosey called the Colonel papa in the absence of 
the Campaigner.) " I do not mind it a bit, except just 
at first, wlien it made me a little nervous. Momma- 
used always to be so ; she used to scold and scold all' 
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day, both me and Josey, in Scotland, till grandmamma 
sent her away ; and then, in Fitzroy Square, and then 
in Brussels, she used to box my ears, and go into such 
tantrums ; and I think," adds Rosey, with one of her 
sweetest smiles, " she had quarrelled with Uncle Jamea 
before she came to us," 

"She used to box Eosey's ears," roars out poor 
Clive, "aud go into such tantrums, in Fitzroy Square 
and Brussels afterwards, and the pair would come down 
with their arms round each other's waists, smirking 
and smiling as if they had done nothing but kiss each 
other all their mortal lives I This is what we know 
about women — this is what we get, and find years 
afterwards, when we think we have married a smiling, 
artless, young creature! Are you all such hypocrites, 
Mrs. Pendenuis ? " and he pulled his mustachios in 
his wrath. 

" Poor Clive," saya Laura, very kindly. " Ton 
would not have had her tell tales of her mother, 
would you ? " 

"Oh, of course not,*' breaks out Clive; "that ia 
what you all aay, and so you are hypocrites out of 
sheer virtue." 

It was the first time Laura had called him Clive for 
many a day. She was becoming reconciled to him. 
We had our own opinion about the young fellow's 
marriage. 

And, to sum up all, upon a casual rencontre with the 
young gentleman in question, whom we eaw descend- 
ing from a Hansom at the steps of the " Flag," Pall 
Mall, I opined that dark thoughts of Hoby had en- 
tered into Clive 2Jewcome's mind- Othello-like, he 
scowled after that unconscious Cassio as the other 
passed into the club in his lacquered boots. 



CHAFTEB 3IV. 
▲Bflirr oionr. 

At the first of the Blackwall fastivalfl^ Hobacn 
Kewoome was present^ in spite of the qoairel whidi 
had taken place between his elder brother and tbe 
chief of the firm of Hobson Brothers ft NewoomeL 
But it was the individaal Barnes and the individoal 
Thomas who had had a diflEerence together; tba 
Bondlecond Bank was not at variance with its chief 
house of commission in London; no man drank para^ 
perity to the B. B. C.^ upon occasion of this festival^ 
with greater fervor than Hobeon Newcome, and the 
manner in which he just slightly alludedi in his own 
little speech of thanks^ to the notorious differences 
between Colonel Newoome and his nephew, praying 
that these might cease some day, and, meanwhile, that 
the confidence between the great Indian establishment 
and its London agents might never diminish, was ap- 
preciated and admired by siz-and-thirty gentlemen, all 
brimful of claret and enthusiasm, and in that happy 
state of mind in which men appreciate and admire 
everything. 

At the second dinner, when the testimonial was pre- 
sented, Hobson was not present. Nor did his name 
figure amongst those engraven on the trunk of Mr. 
Newcome's allegorical silver Gocoa-nut tree. As we 
travelled homewards in the omnibus, Fred Bayham 
noticed the circumstance to me. *' I have looked over 
the list of names," says he, " not merely that on the 
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tmok, sir, but the printed list ; it was rolled ap and 
placed in one of the nests on the top of the tree. Why 
is Hobson's name not there? — Ha! it mislikes me, 
Pendennis." 

F. B,, who was now very great about City affairs, 
discoursed about stocks and companies with immense 
learning, and gave me to understand that he had trans- 
acted one or two little operations in Cajiel Court on 
his own account, with great present, and still larger 
prospective advantages to himself. It is a fact that 
Mr. Kidley was paid, and that F. B.'s costume, though 
still eccentric, was comfortable, cleanly, and variegated. 
He occupied the apartments once tenanted by the ami- 
able Honeyman. He lived in ease and comfort there. 
"You don't suppose," says he, " tliat the wretched sti- 
pend I draw from the ' Pall Mall Gazette ' enables 
me to maintain this kind of tiling ? F. B., sir, has a 
station in the world ; F. B. moves among moneyers 
and City nobs, and eats cabobs with wealthy ualiobe. 
He may many, sir, and settle in life." We cordially 
wished every worldly prosperity to the brave F. B. 

Happening to descry him one day in the Park, I re- 
marked that his countenance wore an ominous and 
tragic appearance, which seemed to dee)>en as he 
oeared me. I thought he had been toying affably 
with a nursery-maid the moment before, who stood 
with some of her little charges watching tlie yachts 
upon the Serpentine. Howbeit, espying my approach, 
F. B. strode away from the maiden and her innocent 
companions, and advanced to greet his old acquaint- 
ance, enveloping his face with shades of funereal 
gloom. 

" Yon were the children of my good friend. Colonel 
Huckaback, of the Bombay Marines I Alas I uncon- 
Bcious of their doom, the little infants play. I waa 




watching them at their sports. There is a pleasing 
young woman in attendance upon the poor children. 
They were sailing their little boats upon the Serpen- 
tine ; racing and laughing, and making merry; and as 
I looked on, Master Hastings Huckaback's boat went 
down ! Absit omen, Pendennia ! I was moved by the 
circumstance. F. B. hopes that the child's father's 
argosy may not meet with shipwreck 1 " 

" You mean the little yellow-faced man whom we 
met at Colonel Newcome's ? " says Mr. Pendennie. 

"I do, air," growled F. B. "You know that he is a 
brother director with our Colonel in the Bundlecund 
Bank ? " 

" Gracious heavens 1 " I cried, in sincere anxiety, 
"nothing has happened, I hope, to the Bundlecund 
Bank ? " 

"No," answers the other, "nothing has happened; 
the good ship is safe, sir, as yet. But she has nar- 
rowly escaped a great danger. Pendennis," cries F, B., 
griping my arm with great energy, "there was a 
traitor in her crew — she has weathered the storm 
nobly — who would have sent her on the rocks, sir, 
who would have scuttled her at midnight." 

"Pray drop your nautical metaphors, and tell me 
what you mean," cries F. B.'s companion, and Bay ham 
continued his narration. 

"Were you in the least conversant with City 
afFairs," he said, " or did you deign to visit the spot 
where merchants mostly congregate, you would have 
beard the story, which was over the whole City yester- 
day, and spread dismay from Threadneedle Street to 
Leadenhall. The story is, that the firm of Hobson 
Brothers and 14'ewcome yesterday refused acceptance 
of thirty thousand pounds' worth of bills of the 
Bundlecund Banking Compaay of India. 
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" The news came like a tbanderclap upon the Lon- 
don Board of Directors, who had received no notice of 
the intentions of Hobson Brothera, and caused a 
dreadful panic amongst the ahareholdere of the con- 
cern. The board-room was besieged by colonels and 
captains, widows and orphans; within an hour after 
protest the bills were taken up. and you will see, in 
the City article of the ' Globe ' this very evening, an 
announcement that henceforward the house of Bainea 
& Jolly, of Fog Court, will meet engagements of the 
Bundlecund Banking Company of India, being pro- 
vided with ample funds to do honor to every possible 
liability of that Company, But the shares fell, sir, in 
consequence of the panic, I hope they will rally. I 
trust and believe they will rally. For our good Col- 
onel's sake, and that of his friends, for the sake of 
the innocent children sporting by the Serpentine 
yonder, 

"I had my suspicions when they gave that testi- 
monial," said F, B. " In my experience of life, sir, I 
always feel rather shy about testimonials, and when a 
party gets one. somehow look out to hear of his smash- 
ing the next month. Absit omen ! I will say again. 
I like not the going down of yonder little yacht." 

The " Globe " sure enough contained a paragraph 
that evening announcing the oecurrpnee which Mr, 
Baybam had descrilwd, and the temporary panic which 
it had occasioned, and containing an advertisement 
stating that Messrs, Baines & Jolly would henceforth 
Act as agents of the Indian Company, Legal proceed- 
ings were presently threatened by the solicitors of the 
Company against the banking firm which had caused 
SO much mischief. Mr. Hobson Newcome was absent 
abroad when the circumstance took place, and it was 
known that the protest of the bills was solely attribu- 
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table to bis nephew a.nd p&rtaer. Bat after the break 
between the two firms, there was a rupture between 
Hobson's family and Colonel Xewcome. The exaa> 
perated Colonel vowed that his brother and his 
nephew were traitore alike, and woold have no further 
dealings with one or the other. Even poor innooent 
Sam Newcome, ooming op to London from Oxford, 
where he had been plucked, and offering a hand to 
Clive, was frowned away by our Colonel, who spoke in 
terms of great displeasure to his son for taking the 
least notice of the young traitor. 

Our Colonel was changed, changed in bis beait, 
ohanged in his whole demeanor towards the world, and 
above all towards Ills son, for whom he had made so 
many kind sacrifices in his old days. We have said 
how, ever since Clive's marriage, a tacit strife ] 
been growing up between father and son. The I 
evident nnhappinesa was like a reproach to his fath 
His very silence angered the old man. Hia want « 
oonfidenee daily chafed and annoyed him. 
bead of a large fortune, which he rightly i>ersist«(lfl 
spending, he felt angry with himself because be coi" 
not enjoy it, angry with bis son, who should I 
helped bim in the administration of his new estaW 
and who was but a liatleee, useless member of t' 
little confederacy, a living protest against all ' 
scbcmes of the good man's past life. The catastropl 
in t)ie City agnin brought father and son togethfll 
somewhat, and the vindictiveness of both was roi 
by Barnes's treason. Time was when the Colonel 
himself would have viewed his kinsman more charita- 
bly, but fate and circumstance had angered that 
originally friendly and gentle ibaposition ; hate and 
suspicion bad mastered him, and if it cannot be said 
that his new life had changed him, at least it had 
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broaght out faults for which there had hitherto been 
no occasion, and qualities latent before. Do we luiow 
onraelves, or wliat good or evil oircuiastauce may bring 
from U3? Did Cain know, as he and hia younger 
brother played round their mother's knee, that ttie 
little hand which caresaed Abel sliould one day grow 
larger and seize a brand to slay him ? Thrice for- 
tunate he, to whom oiroumstance is made CEisy : whom 
fate visits with gentle trial, and kindly Heaven 
keeps out of temptation. 

In the stage which the family feod now reached, 
and which the biographer of the Newcomea is bouud 
to describe, there is one gentle moralist who gives her 
sentence decidedly against Olive's father; whilst, on 
the other hand, a rough philoaopher and friend of 
mine, whose opinions used to have some weight with 
me, stoutly declares that they were right. " War and 
Justice are good things," aaya George Warrington, 
rattling his clinched list on the table. "I maintain 
tiiem, and the common sense of the world maintains 
them, against the preaching of all the Honeymana 
that ever puled from the pulpit. 1 have not the least 
obieetion in life to a rogue being hung. When a 
scoundrel is whipped I am pleased, and say, serve 
him right. If any gentleman will horsewhip Sir 
Bamea Newcome, Baronet, I shall not be shocked, 
but, on the contrary, go home and order an extra 
mctton-ehop for dinner." 

"Ah( Kevenge is wrong, Pen," pleads the other 
counsellor. " Let alone that the wisest and beat of 
all Judges has condemned it. It blackens the hearts 
of men. It distorts their views of right. It sets 
them to devise evil. It causes them to thijdt unjustly 
of others. It is not the noblest return for injury, nor 
even the bravest way of meeting it The ( 
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bv the DLnHTSors in Lomioxi : bnlliazit accounts of the 

Coi£ip«^2.ji a£jkiis aisroad irere pablishsBd; proof in- 

eontrorertible was giTen that thie B. B. C. was never 

in so docrishing a state as at thiit time when Hobson 

Brothers had refused its drafts; but there could be 

no qaesdon that the Company had received a severe 

wound and was deeplj if not vitallj injored bj the 

conduct of the London firm. 

The propensity to sell out became quite epidemic 

amongst the shareholders. Everybody was anxious 

to realize. Why, out of the thirty names inscribed 

on poor Mrs. dive's cocoa-nut tree no less than twenty 

deserters might be mentioned, or at least who would 



:.W 



THE KEWCOMBS. 



207 



desert could they find an opportanity of doing so with 
arms and baggage. Wrathfully the good Colonel 
scratched the names of those faithless ones out of his 
daughter's visiting-book ; haughtily he met them in 
the street : to desert the B. B. C. at the hour of peril 
was, in his idea, like applying for leave of absence on 
the eve of an action. He would not see that the ques- 
tion was not one of sentiment at all, but of chances 
and arithmetic; he would not hear with patience of 
men quitting the ship, as he called it. " They 
™^y go» sir," says he, "but let them uever more 
be officers of mine." With scom and indignation he 
paid off one or two timid friends, who were anxious 
to fly, and purchased their shares out of his own 
pocket. But his purse was not long enough for this 
kind of amusement. What money he hatl was in- 
vested in the Company already, and his name fur- 
ther pledged for meeting the engagements from which 
theii late London Bankers had withdrawn. 

Those gentlemen, in the meanwhile, spoke of their 
differences with the Indian Bank as quite natural, 
and laughed at the absurd charges of personal hostil- 
ity which poor Thomas Neweome publicly preferred. 
" Here is a hot-headed old Indian Dragoon," says Sir 
Barnes, '' who knows no more about business than I 
do about cavalry tactics or Hindostanee ; who gets 
' into a partnership along with other dragoons and In- 
I dian wiseacres, with some uncommonly wily old na- 
tive practitioners ; and they pay great dividends, and 
they set up a bank. Of course we will do these 
people's business as long as we are covered, but I 
have always told their manager that we would run no 
risks whatever, and close the account the very mo- 
ment it did not suit as to keep it : and so we parted 
I company six weeks ago, since when there has been a 
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panio in the Gompaayi a paoio wUch has ben in* 
oieased by Colonel Neweome's abenid swagger and 
foUy. He says I am his esBBmy; eaemy indeed I So 
I am in private life^ bat what has that to do with 
bosinesB ? In bosiness^ begad, there are no friends 
and no enemies at alL I leave all my sentiment on 
the other side of T^nple Bar.'' 

So Thomas Newoome^ and Glire the son of Thomas^ 
had wrath in their hearts against BameSy their kins* 
man^ and desired to be revenged upcm him; and wsio 
eager after his undoing, and longed for an oppor^ 
tnnity when they might meet him and overoome Uniy 
and put him to shama 

When men are in this frame of mind, a eertain 
personage is said always to be at hand to help them 
and give them occasion for indulging in their pretlj 
litde passion. What is sheer hate seems to the in^ 
dividual entertaining the sentiment so like indignant 
virtue^ that he often indulges in the propensitj to 
the full, nay, lauds himself for the exercise of iL I 
am sure if Thomas Newoome, in his present derire 
for retaliation against Barnes, had known the real 
nature of his sentiments towards that worthy, his 
conduct would have been different, and we should 
have heard of no such active hostilities as ensued. 



CHAPTEB XV. 

IN WHICH MBS. CLIYB COMES INTO HEB 

FOBTUNE. 

In speaking of the affairs of the 6. 6. C, Sir 
Barnes Newcome always took care to maintain his 
candid surprise relating to the proceedings of that 
Company. He set about evil reports against it I He 
endeavor to do it a wrong — absurd ! If a friend 
were to ask him (and it was quite curious what a 
number did manage to ask him) whether he thought 
the Company was an advantageous investment, of 
course he would give an answer. He could not say 
conscientiously he thought so — never once had said 
so — in the time of their connection^ which had been 
formed solely with a view of obliging his amiable 
uncle. It was a quarrelsome Company; a dragoon 
Company; a Company of gentlemen accustomed to 
gunpowder, and fed on mulligatawny. He, forsooth, 
be hostile to it! There were some Companies that 
required no enemies at all, and would be pretty sure 
to go to the deuce their own way. 

Thus, and with his amiable candor, spake Barnes, 
about a commercial speculation, the merits of which 
he had a right to canvass as well as any other citizen. 
As for Uncle Hobson, his conduct was characterized 
by a timidity which one would scarcely have expected 
from a gentleman of his florid, jolly countenance, 
active habits, and generally manly demeanor. He 
kept away from the cocoa-nut feast, as we have seen ; 

VOL. XV. — 14 
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he protested priyily to the Colonel that his private 
good-will continued undiminished; but he was deeply 
grieved at the B. B. C. aSaix, which took place while 
he was on the Continent — confound the Continent^ 
my wife would go — and which was entirdy without 
his cognizance. The Colonel received his brother's 
excuses, first with awful bows and ceremony, and 
finally with laughter. '^ My good Hobson/' said he^ 
with the most insufferable kindnesSi '^of course you 
intended to be friendly; of course the afibir was done 
without your knowledge. We understand that sort 
of thing. London bankers have no hearts — for these 
last fifty years past that I have known you and your 
brother, and my amiable nephew, the present com- 
manding officer, has there been anything in your con- 
duct that has led me to suppose you had?" and 
herewith Colonel Newcome burst out into a lan^^ 
It was not a pleasant laugh to hear. Worthy Hobson 
took his hat, and walked away, brushing it round and 
round, and looking very confused. The Colonel 
strode after him down stairs, and made him an awful 
bow at the hall door. Never again did Hobson New- 
come set foot in that Tybumian mansion. 

During the whole of that season of the testimonial 
the cocoa-nut figured in an extraordinary number of 
banquets. The Colonel's hospitalities were more pro- 
fuse than ever, and Mrs. Clive's toilets more bril- 
liant Olive, in his confidential conversations with 
his friends, was very dismal and gloomy. When I 
asked City news of our well-informed friend F. B., 
I am sorry to say, his countenance became funereaL 
The B. B. C. shares, which had been at an immense 
premium twelve months since, were now slowly 
falling, falling. 

"I wish," said Mr. Sherrick to me, "the Colonel 
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would realize even now, like that Mr. Batray who has 
just come out of the ship, and brought a hundred 
thousand pounds with him." 

" Come out of the ship I You little know the Colonel, 
Mr. Sherrick, if you think he will ever do that." 

Mr. Ratray, though he had retitrned to Europe, 
gave the most cheering accounts of the B. B. C. It 
was in the most flourishing state. Shares sure to get 
np again. He had sold out entirely on account of hia 
liver. Must come home — the doctor said so. 

Some months afterwards, another director, Mr. 
Hedges, came home. Both of these gentlemen, as we 
know, entertained the fashionable world, got seats in 
Parliament, purchased places in the country, and 
were greatly respected. Mr. Hedges came out, but 
Ms wealthy partner, Mr. McGaspey, entered into the 
B. B, C. The entry of Mr, McGaspey into the affairs 
of the Company did not seem to produce very great 
excitement in England, The shares slowly felL 
However, there was a prodigious indigo crop. The 
London manager was in perfect good-himior. In 
flpite of this and that, of defections, of unpleasantries, 
of unfavorable whispers, and doubtful friends — 
Thomas Newcome kept his head high, and his face 
was always kind and smiling, except when certain 
family enemies were mentioned, and he frowned like 
Jove in anger. 

We have seen how very fond little Bosey was of 
her mamma, of her uncle, James Binnie, and now of 
her papa, as she affectionately styled Thomas New- 
come. This affection, I am sure, the two gentlemen 
returned with all their hearts, and but that they were 
much too generous and simple-minded to entertain 
such a feeling, it may be wondered that the two good 
old boys were not a little jealous of one another. 
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Howbeit it does not appear that thejr entertained 
such a feeling; at least it never intermpted the 
kindly friendship between them, and dive was re- 
garded in the light of a son hy both of tbeniy and 
each contented himself with his moiety of the smil- 
ing little girl's affection. 

As long as they were with her, the truth i^ little 
Mrs. Clive was very fond of people, very docile^ obe- 
dienty easily pleased, brisk, kind, and good-humored 
She charmed her two old friends with little songi^ 
little smiles, little kind offices, little oaressee; and 
having administered Thomas Newcomers oigar to liim 
in the daintiest, prettiest way, she would trip off to 
drive with James Binnie, or sit at his dinner, if he 
was indisposed, and be as gay, neat-handed, watchful, 
and attentive a child as any old gentleman could 
desire. 

She did not seem to be veiy soriy to part with 
mamma, a want of feeling which that lady bitterly 
deplored in her subsequent conversation with her 
friends about Mrs. Olive Newcome. Possibly there 
were reasons why Kosey should not be very much 
vexed at quitting mamma ; but surely she might have 
dropped a little tear, as she took leave of kind, good 
old James Binnie. Not she. The gentleman's voice 
faltered, but hers did not in the least. She kissed 
him on the face, all smiles, blushes, and happiness, 
and tripped into the railway-carriage with her hus- 
band and father-in-law at Brussels, leaving the poor 
old uncle very sad. Our women said, I know not 
why, that little Kosey had no heart at all. Women 
are accustomed to give such opinions respecting the 
wives of their newly married friends. I am bound to 
add (and I do so during Mr. Clive Newcome's ab- 
sence from England, otherwise I should not like to 
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venture upon the statement) that some men coqgut 
■with the ladies' opinion of Mrs. Cllve. For instance, 
Captains Goby and Hoby declare that her treatment 
of the latter, her encouragement and desertion of him 
when Clive made his proposals, were shameful. 

At this time Rosey was in a pupillary state. A 
good, obedient little girl, her duty was to obey the 
wishes of her dear mamma. How show her sense 
of virtue and obedience better than by promptly and 
oheerfully obeying mamma, and at the orders of that 
experienced Campaigner, giving up Bobby Hoby, and 
going to England to a fine house, to be presented at 
Court, to have all sorts of pleasure with a handsome 
young husband and a kind father-in-law by her side ? 
No wonder Roaey was not in a very active state of 
grief at parting from Uncle James. He strove to 
console himself with these considerations when he 
had returned to the empty house, where she had 
danced, and smiled, and warbled ; and he looked at 
the chaii she sat in ; and at the great mirror which 
had so often reflected her fresh pretty face ; — the 
great callous mirror, which now only framed upon its 
shining sheet the turban, and the ringlets, and the 
plump person, and the resolute smile of the old 
Campaigner. 

After that parting with her uncle at the Brussels 
railway, Rosey never again beheld him. He passed 
into the Campaigner's keeping, from which aloue he 
was rescued by the summons of pallid death. He 
met that summons like a philosopher ; rejected rather 
testily all the mortuary consolations which his nephew- 
in-law, Josey's husband, thought proper to bring to 
his bedside ; and uttered opinions which scandalized 
that divine. But as he left Mrs. M'Craw only £500, 
thrice that sum to his sister, and the remainder of his 
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property to his beloved niece, Rosa Mackenzie, now 
Bosa Kevrcome, let UB trast that Dr. Ikl'Craw, hurt 
and angry at the ill-favor shown to his wife, his third 
young wife, his best beloved Josey, at the impatience 
with which the deceased had always received his, Dr. 
M'Craw's own sermons; — let us hope, I say, that the 
reverend gentleman was mistaken in his views re- 
specting the present position of Mr. Jaiaes IJinnie's 
soul; and that heaven may have some regions yet 
accessible to James, which Dr. M'Craw's intellect has 
not yet explored. Look, gentlemen ! Does a. week pass 
without the announcement of the discovery of a new 
comet in the sky, a new star In the heaven, twinkling 
dimly out of a yet farther distance, and only now 
becoming visible to human ken though existent for 
ever and ever ? So let us hope divine truths may be 
sbiniug, and regions of light and love extant, which 
Geneva glasses cannot yet perceive, and are beyond 
the focus of Roman telescopes. 

I think Glive and the Colonel were more affected 
by the news of James's death than Rosey, concerning 
whose wonderful strength of mind good Thomas New- 
come discoursed to my Laura and me, when, fancying 
that my friend's wife needed comfort and consolation, 
Mrs. Pendennis went to visit her. "Of course we 
shall have no more parties this year," sighed Rosey. 
She looked very pretty in her black dress. Clive, in 
his hearty way, said a hundred kind feeling things 
about the departed friend. Thomas Kewcome's reool- 
lections of him, and regret, were no less tender and 
sincere. " See," says he, " how that dear child's sense 
of duty makes her liide her fe«lings ! Het giief ia 
most deep, but she wears a calm countenance. I see 
her looking sad in private, but I no sooner speak than 
she smiles." " I think," said Laura, as we came away, 




THE NEWCOMES. 



215 



"tliat Colonel Newcome performs all the courtship 
part of the marriage, and Clive, poor Clive, though he 
spoke very nobly and generously about Mr. Binnie, 
I am sure it is not his old friend's death merely, 
which makes him so unhappy," 

Poor Clive, by right of his wife, was now rich 
Clive ; the little lady having inherited from her kind 
relative no inconsiderable sum of money. In a very 
early part of this story, mention has been made of a 
amail sum producing one hundred pounds a year, 
which Clive's father had made over to the lad when 
he seat him from India. This little sum Mr. Clive 
had settled upon hia wife before marriage, being 
indeed all he had of his own ; for the famous bank 
shares which his father presented to him, were only 
made over formally when the young man came to 
London after his marriage, and at the paternal re- 
quest and order appeared as a most ineSicient director 
of the B. B. C. Now Mrs. Newcome, of her own in- 
heritance, possessed not only B. B. C- shares, but 
moneys in bank and shares in East India Stock, so 
that Clive in the right of his wife had a seat in the 
assembly of East India shareholders, and a voice In 
the election of directors of that famous company. I 
promise you Mrs. Clive was a personage of no little 
importance. She carried her little head with an 
aplomb and gravity which amused some of us. F. B. 
bent his most respectfully down before her ; she sent 
him on messages, and deigned to ask him to dinner. 
He once more wore a cheerful countenance; the 
clouds which gathered o'er the sun of Newcome were 
in the bosom of the ocean buried, Bayham said, by 
James Einnie'a brilliant behavior to his niece. 

Clive was a proprietor of East India Stock, and had 
a vote in electing the directors of that Company j and 



216 THB 2irB^ 



>•)'• 



who 80 fit to be & dixeotor of its afiairs at Tbomaa 
Newcome, Esq., Companion of the Bath, and so long a 
distinguished ofEloer in its ann j ? To hold this posi- 
tion of director, used, up to very late days, to be the 
natural ambition of many East Indian gentlemen. 
Ckdonel Newcome had often thought of offering him« 
self as a candidate, and now openly placed himself on 
the lists, and publicly announced his intention. His 
interest was rather powerful through the Indian baak| 
of which he was a director, and many of the shaze* 
holders of which were proprietors of the East India 
Company. To have a director of the B. B. C. also a 
member of the parliament in Leadenhall Street^ would 
naturally be beneficial to the former institution. 
Thomas Newcome's prospectuses were issued aocordp 
ingly, and his canvass received with tolerable favor. 

Within a very short time another candidate appeared 
in the field, — a retired Bombay lawyer, of considen^ 
ble repute and large means,— and at the head of this 
gentleman's committee appeared the names of Hobsoa 
Brothers & Newcome, very formidable personages at 
the East India HousCi with which the bank of Hobson 
Brothers have had dealings for half a century past, 
and where the old lady, who founded or consolidated 
that family had had three stars before her own vener- 
able name, which had descended upon her son Sir 
Brian, and her grandson Sir Barnes. 

War was thus openly declared between Thomas 
Newcome and his nephew. The canvass on both sides 
was very hot and eager. The number of promises was 
pretty equal. The election was not to come off yet 
for a while; for aspirants to the honorable office of 
director used to annoimce their wishes years before 
they could be fulfilled, and returned again and again 
to the contest before they finally won it. Howbeit^ 
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the Colonel's prospects were very fair, and a prodigious 
indigo crop eame in to favor the B. B. C. with the 
most brilliant report from the board at Calcutta. The 
shares still somewhat sluggish, rose again, the Colonel's 
hopes with them, and the courage of gentlemen at home 
who had Invested their money in the transaction. 

We were sitting one day round the Colonel's dinner- 
table ; it was not one of the cocoa-nut tree days, that 
emblem was locked up in the butler's pantrj% and only 
beheld the lamps on occasions of state. It was a 
snug family party in the early part oE the year, when 
scarcely anybody was in town j only George Warring- 
ton, and F. B,, and Mr. and Mrs. Pendennis j and, the 
ladies having retired, we were having such a talk ae 
we used to enjoy in quite old days, before marriages 
and cares and divisions had separated us, 

F. B. led the conversation. The Colonel received 
his remarks with great gravity, and thought him an 
instructive personage. Others considered him rather 
as amusing than instructive, and so his eloquence was 
generally welcome. The canvass for the directorship 
was talked, over. The improved affairs of a certain 
great Banking Company, which shall be nameless, but 
one which F. B. would take the liberty to state, would, 
in his opinion, unite forever the mother country to oni 
great Indian possessions ; — the prosperity of this 
great Company was enthusiastically drunk by Hi. 
Bayham in some of the very best claret. The conduct 
of the enemies of that Company was characterized in 
terms of bitter, but not undeserved, satire. F. B. rather 
liked to air his oratory, and neglected few opportuni- 
ties for making speeches after dinner. 

The Colonel admired Ma voice and sentiments not 
the less, perhaps, because the latter were highly lauda- 
tory of the good man. And not from interest, at leastj 
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as fax as he himself kxiew^- not from any mean or aek 
fish motives, did T. B. speak. He called Colonel New- 
oome his £riend| his bene&ctor ; kissed the hem of hia 
garment; he wished fervently that he coold have 
been the Colonel's son ; he expressed, repeatedly, a 
desire that some one would speak ill of the Colonel, so 
that he, F. B., might have the opportunity of polishing 
that individual o& in about two seconds. He revered 
the Colonel with all his heart ; nor is any gentleman 
proof altogether against this constant regard and 
devotion from another. 

The Colonel used to wag his head wisely, and say 
Mr. Bayham's suggestions were often exceedingly 
valuable, as indeed the fact was, though his conduct 
was no more of a piece with his opinions than tho^e of 
some other folks occasionally are. 

<< What the Colonel ought to do, sir, to help him in 
the direction/' says E B., ^is to get into Parliament 
The House of Commons would aid him into the Court 
of Directors, and the Court of Directors would help 
him in the House of Commons." 

"Most wisely said," says Warrington. 

The Colonel declined. " I have long had the House 
of Commons in my eye," he said ; " but not for me. I 
wanted my boy to go there. It would be a proud day 
for me if I could see him there." 

" 1 can't speak," says Clive, from his end of the 
table. '^ I don't understand about parties, like F. B. 
here." 

"I believe I do know a thing or two," Mr. Bayham 
here politely interposes. 

"And politics do not interest me in the least," 
Clive sighs out, drawing pictures with his fork on his 
napkin, and not heeding the other's interruption. 

"I wish I knew what would interest him," his 
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father whispers to me, who happened to be at his side. 
" He never cares to be out of his painting-room ; and 
he does n't seem to be very happy even in there. I 
wish to God, Pen, I knew what had come over the boy." 
I thought I knew; but what was the use of telling, now 
there was no remedy, 

" A dissolution is expected every day," continued 
F. B. "The papers are full of it. Ministers cannot 
go on with this majority — cannot possibly go on, sir. 
I have it on the best authority; and men who aie 
anxious about their seats are writing to their con- 
stituents, or are subscribing at missionary meetings, 
or are gone down to lecturing at Athenseums, and that 
sort of thing." 

Here Warrington burst out into a laughter much 
louder than the occasion of the speech of F. B. 
seemed to warrant ; and the Colonel, turning round 
with some dignity, asked the cause of George's 
amusement. 

" What do you think your darling, Sir Barnes 
Kewcome Newcome, has been doing during the re- 
cess ? " cries Warrington. " I had a letter this morn- 
ing from my liberal and punctual employer, Thomas 
Potts, Esquire, of the ' Neweome Independent,' who 
states, in language scarcely respectful, that Sir Bamea 
Kewcome Newcome la trj-ing to come the religioua 
dodge, as Mr. Potts calls it. He professes to be 
stricken duwn by grief on account of late family 
circumstances ; wears blafk, and puts on the most 
piteous aspect, and asks ministers of various denomi- 
nations to tea with him; and the last announcement 
is the moat stupendous of all. Stop, 1 have it in my 
great-coat." And, ringing the bell, George orders a 
servant to bring him a newspaper from his great-coat 
pocket. " Here it is, actually in print," Warrington 
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continues, and reads to ns : — " ' Newcome Athemeum. 
1. for the lienetit of tlie Kewcome Orphan Children's' 
Home, and 2. tor the benefit of the Kewcome Soup 
AsBociation, without distiactioo of denomination. Sir 
Barnes Newcome Newcome, Bart, proposes to give 
two lectures, ou Friday the 23d, and Friday the 30th, 
instant. No. 1, The Poetry of Childhood: Doctor 
Watts, Mrs. Barlmuld, Jane Taylor. No. 2, The 
Poetry of Womaidiood, and the Affections : Mrs, 
Kemaus, L. E. L. Threepence will be charged at the 
doors, which will go to the use of the above two admir- 
able societies.' Potts wants me to go down and bear 
him. Ue has an eye to business. He has bad a 
quarrel with Sir Barnes, and wants me to go down 
and hear him, and smash bim, be kindly says. Let as 
go down, Clive. You shall draw your cousin as yoQ 
have drawn hiS villanous little mug a hundred times 
before ; and I will do the smashing part, and we will 
have some fun out of the transaction." 

"Besides, Florae will be in the coiiutry; going to 
Eosebnry is a journey worth the taking, I can tell 
you ; and we have old Mrs. Mason to go and see, who 
Bighs after you, ColoneL My wife went to see her," 
remarks Mr. Pendennis, "and — " 

"And Miss Newcome, I know," says the ColoneL 

" She is away at Brighton, with her little charges, 
for sea air. My wife heard from her to-day." 

"Oh, indeed. Mrs, Pendennis corresponds with 
her ? " Bays our host, darkling under his eyebrows ; 
and, at this moment, my neighbor, F. B., is kind 
enough to scrunch my foot under the table with the 
weight of his heel, as much as to warn me, by au 
appeal to my own corns, to avoid treading on 80 
delicate a subject in that house. " Yes," said T, in 
spite, perhaps in coosei^uence, of this intetruptioib 
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" Sfy wife does correspond with Miss Ethel, who ia a 
noble creature, and whom those who know her know 
how to love and admire. She is very much pranged 
since you knew her, Colonel Newcome; since the 
misfortunes in Sir Barnes's family and the differences 
between you and him. Very much changed and very 
much improved. Ask my wife about her, wlio knows 
her most intimately, and hears from her constantly." 

"Very likely, very likely," cried the Colonel, 
hurriedly. "I hope she is improved, with all my 
heart. I am sure there was room for it Gentlemen, 
shall we go up to the ladies and have some coffee ? " 
And herewith the coUoqny ended, and the party 
ascended to the drawing-room. 

The party ascended to the drawing-room, where no 
doubt both the ladies were pleased by the invasion 
which ended their talk. My wife and the Colonel 
talked apart, and I saw the latter looking gloomy, and 
the former pleading very eagerly, and using a great 
deal of action, as the little hands are wont to do, 
when the niiatreas's heart is very much moved. I was 
sure she was pleading Ethel's cause with her uncle. 

So indeed she was. And Mr. George, too, knew 
what her thoughts were. " Look at her I " he said to 
me. " Don't you see what she is doing ? She 
believes iu that girl whom you all said Clive took 
ft fancy to before he married his present little placid 
wife ; a nice little simple creature, who is worth a 
dozen Ethels." 

" Simple certainly," says Mr. P., with a shrug of 
the shoulder. 

"A simpleton of twenty is better than a rou4 of 
twenty. It is better not to have thought at all, than 
to have thought such things as must go through a 
girl's mind whose life is passed in jilting and being 
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jilted ; whose eyes, as soon aa they are opened, ai» ] 
turned to the main chance, and are tiiught to leer itt'4 
an earl, to languish at a marquis, and to grow blind 
before a commoner. I don't know much about ^h* 
ionable life. Heaven help us 1 (you young Brommell ! 
I see the reproach in your face 1) Why, sir, it abw^ 
lutely appears to me aa if this little hopo'-my-thui 
of a creature has begun to give herself airs sinoe heri 
marriage and her carriage. Do you know, I rathe] 
thought she patronized me ? Are all women spoiled 
by their contact with the world, and their bloom 
rubbed off in the market ? I know one who seems to 
me to remain pure 1 to be sure I only know ber, 
this little person, and Mrs. Flanagan our laimdres 
and my sisters at home, who don't count. But tlu 
Miss Newcome to whom once you introduced mell 
Oh, the cockatrice ! only that poison don't afEect yoi 
wife, the other would kill her. I hope the Colotu 
will not believe a word which Lauia says." And ma 
wife's tete-a-tete with our host coming to an eoi 
about this time, Mr. Warrington in high spirits g 
up to the ladies, recapitulates the news of BarnesVl 
lecture, recites " How doth the little busy bee," 
gives a quasi-satirical comment upon that well-knowi 
poem, which bewilders Mia. Clive, untU, set on 1 
the laughter of the rest of the audience, she laugld 
very freely at that odd man. and calls him "yoS 
droll satirical creature you ! " and says " she oevi 
was so much amused in her life. Were yon, ] 
Pendennis ? " 

Meanwhile Clive, who has been sitting apu 
moodily biting his nails, not listening to F. B.'s i 
marks, has broken into a laugh once or twice, e 
gone to a writing-book, on which, whilst Greorge f 
still disserting, Clive ia drawing. 
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At the end of the other's speech, F. B. goes up to 
the draughtsman, looks ovei bis shoulder, makes one 
01 two violent efforts as of inward convulsion, and 
finally explodes in an enormous ^Saw. "It's capi- 
tal ! By Jove, it 's capital 1 Sir Barnes would never 
dare to face his constituents with that picture of him 
hung up in Newcome ! " 

And F. B. holds up the drawing, at which we all 
laugh except Laura. As for the Colonel, he paces up 
and down the room, holding the sketch close to his 
eyes, holding it away from him, patting it, clapping 
Ms son delightedly on the shoulder, " Capital 1 
capital ! We '11 have the picture printed by Jove, sir j 
show vice its own image ; and shame the viper in hia 
own nest, sir. That 's what we will" 

Mrs. Pendennia came away with rather a heavy 
heart from this party. She chose to interest herself 
about the right or wrong of her friends ; and her mind 
was disturbed by the Colonel's vindictive spirit. On 
the subsequeut day we had occasion to visit our friend 
J. J. (who was completing the sweetest little picture, 
No. 263 in the Exhibition, " Portrait of a Lady and 
Child "), and we found that Clive had lieen with the 
painter that morning likewise : and that J. J. was 
aequainted with his scheme. That he did not approve 
of it we could read in the artist's grave countenance. 
" Nor does Clive approve of it either ! " cried Ridley, 
with greater eagerness than he usually displayed, and 
more openness than he was accustomed to exhibit in 
judging unfavorably of his friends. 

"Among them they have taken him away from hia 
art," Ridley said, " They don't understand him when 
he talks about it; they despise him for pursuing it. 
VThj should I wonder at that ? my parents despised 
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it too, and my father was not a grand gentleman like 
the Colonel, Mrs. Pendennia. Ah ! why did tha 
Colonel ever grow rich ? Why had not Clive to wotlj 
for his bread as I have 7 He would have done som 
thing tliat was worthy of him then; now 
mnst be spent in dancing attendance at balls as^ 
operas, and yawning at City board-rooma. They call 
that business ; they think he is idling when he comes 
here, poor fellow ! As if life was long enough for o 
art ; and the best labor we can give, good enough I 
it ! He went away groaning this morning, and qpift 
Baddened in spirits. The Colonel wants to set t 
liimself for Parliament, or to set Clive up ; but 1 
Bays he won't. I hope he won't; do not yon, I~ 
Pendennis ? " 

The painter turned as he spoke; and the bright 
northern light which fell upon the sitter's head was 
intercepted, and lighted up his own as he addressed 
U3. Out of that bright light looked his pale thought- 
ful face, and long locks and eagei brown eyes. The 
palette on his arm was a great shield paiuted of manj 
colors; he carried his maul-stick and a sheaf i 
brushes along with It, the weapons of his glo 
harmless war. With these he aoliieves conques 
wherein none are wounded save the envious ■■ 
that he shelters him against how much idleni 
ambition, temptation ! Occupied over that consoUnf^ 
work, idle thoughts cannot gain the mastery ovei 
him J selfish wishes or desires are kept at bay. 
is truth: and truth is religion; and its study i 
practice a daily work of pious duty. What are t 
world's struggles, brawls, successes, to that calm i 
close pursuing his calling ? See, twinkling in i 
darkness round his chamber, numberless beautifo 
truphies of the graceful victories which he haa won - 
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sweet flowers of fancy reared by him — kind shapes 
of beauty which he has devised and moulded. The 
world enters into the artist's studio, and scornfully 
bids him a price for his genius, or makes dull pre- 
tence to admire it. What know you of his art ? You 
cannot read the alphabet of that sacred book, good 
old Thomas Newcome! What can you tell of its 
glories, joys, secrets, consolations ? Between his two 
best beloved mistresses, poor Olive's luckless father 
somehow interposes ; and with sorrowful, even angry 
protests. In place of Art the Colonel brings him a 
ledger ; and in lieu of first love, shows him Eosey. 

No wonder that Clive hangs his head ; rebels some- 
times, desponds always ; he has positively determined 
to refuse to stand for Newcome, Kidley says. Laura 
is glad of his refusal, and begins to think of him once 
more as of the Clive of old days. 

VOL. XT. — 16 



CHAFTES XVL 

nr WHICH THS COLONBL AKD THE KKWCO! 
ATBXSMVU. ABB BOTH LBOTUBBD. 

At break&st with his family, on the moming after 
the little entertainment to which we were bidden, in the 
last chapter, Colonel Newoome was fall of the psv^ 
jeoted invasion of Barnes's territories, and delighted 
to think that there was an opportunity of at last ItOF- 
miliating that rascal 

^Clive does not think he is a rascal at all, Plapa,^ 
cries Kosey, from behind her tea^im; <<that is, joa 
said you thought papa judged him too harshly ; you 
know you did, this moming ! " And from her hus- 
band's angry glances, she flies to his father's for 
protection. Those were even fiercer than Glive's. 
Kevenge flashed from beneath Thomas Newcome's 
grizzled eyebrows, and glanced in the direction where 
Clive sat. Then the Colonel's face flushed up, and 
he cast his eyes down towards his teacup, which he 
lifted with a trembling hand. The father and son 
loved each other so, that each was afraid of the other. 
A war between two such men is dreadful ; pretty lit- 
tle pink-faced Bosey, in a sweet little morning cap 
and ribbons, her pretty little fingers twinkling with a 
score of rings, sat simpering before her silver tea- 
urn, which reflected her pretty little pink baby face. 
Little artless creature I what did she know of the 
dreadful wounds which her little words inflicted in 
the one generous breast and the other ? 
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"My bo3^9 heart is gone from me," thinks poor 
Tbomas Kewcome; "our family is insulted, oar en- 
terpriae9 ruined, by that traitor, and my son ia not 
even angry ! he does not care for the succpss of our 
plana — for the honor of our name esren; I make him 
a position of which any yomig man in England might 
he proud, and Clive scarcely deigns to accept it." 

" My wife appeals to my father," thinks poor Clive ; 
" it is from him she asks counsel, and not from me. 
B« it about the ribbon in her cap, or any other trans- 
action in our lives, she takes her color from his opin- 
ion, and goes to him for advice, and I have to wait 
till it is given, and conform myself to it. If I differ 
from the dear old father, I wound him ; if I yield up 
my opinion, as I do always, it is with a bad grace, and 
I wound him still. With the best intentions in the 
world, what a slave's life it ia that he has made for 

" How interested you are in your papers," resumes 
the sprightly Rosey. "What can you find in those 
horrid politics ? " Roth gentlemen are looking at 
their papers with all their might, and no doubt can- 
not see one single word which those brilliant and 
witty leading articles contain. 

"Clive is like you, Eosey," says the Colonel, lajHug 
his paper down, " and does not care for politics," 

" He only cares for pictures, P&pA" says Mrs. Clive. 
" He would not drive with me yesterday in the Park, 
but spent hours in his room while you were toiling in 
the City, poor papa ! — spent hours painting a horrid 
beggar-man dressed up as a monk. And this morning, 
he got up quite early, quite early, and has been out 
ever so long, and only came in for breakfast just now 1 
just before the bell rung." 

" I like a ride before breakfast," says CUve. 
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" A ride 1 I know where you bave been, six I Ho 
goes away, morning after morning, to that little Mr. 
Ridley's — his chum, Papa, and he cornea back with 
bis hands all over horrid paint. Ho did this morn- 
ing: you know you did, Clive." 

" I did not keep any one waiting, Eosey," says 
Clive. " I like to have two or three hours at my 
painting when I can spare them." Indeed, the poor 
fellow used so to run away of summer mornings for 
Ridley's instructions, and gallop home again, so as to 
be in time for the family meal. 

" YeB," cries Rosey, tossing up the cap and r 
" he gets up so early in the morning, that at nigbt he 
falls asleep after dinner; very pleasant and polite, 
18 n't he, I'apa ? " 

" I am up betimes too, my dear," says the Colonel 
(many and many a time he must have heard Clive as 
he left the house) ; " I have a great many letters to 
write, affairs of the greatest importance to examine 
and conduct. Mr. Betta from the City is often with 
me for hours before I come down to your breakfast- 
table. A man who has the affairs of such a great 
bank as ours to look to, must be up with the lark. 
We are all early risers in Indi&" 

" Ton dear kind papa ! " says little Eosey, with 
nnfeigned admiration; and she puts ont one of the 
plump white little jewelled hands, and pats the lean 
brown paw of the Colonel which is nearest to her. 

" Is Ridley's picture getting on well, Clive ? " aaks 
the Colonel, trying to interest himself about Ridlej 
and his picture. 

"Yery well; it is beautiful; be has sold it for & 
great price; they must make him an academician 
next year," replies Clive. 

" A most industrious and meritorions yonng man j 
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he deserves every honor that may happen to him," 
saya the old soldier, " Rosey my dear, it is time 
that you should ask Mr. Bidley to dinner, and Mr. 
Smee, and some of those gentlemen. We will drive 
this afternoon and see your portrait." 

" Clive does not go to sleep after dinner when Mr. 
Bidley comes here," cries Rosey. 

" No i I think it is my turn then," says the Colonel, 
with a glance of kindness. The anger has disap- 
peared from under his brows; at that moment the 
menaced battle is postponed. 

"And yet I know that it must come," says poor 
Clive, telling me the story as he hangs on my arm, 
and we pace through the Park. " The Colonel and 
I are walking on a mine, and that poor little wife of 
mine is perpetually flinging little shells to fire it. 
I sometimes wish it were blown up, and I were done 
for, Pen. I don't think my widow would break her 
heart about me. No ; I have no right to say that ; 
it 'a a shame to say that ; she tries her very best to 
please me, poor little dear. It 'a the fault of my tem- 
per, perhaps, that she can't. But they neither under- 
stand me, dou't yoa see ? the Colonel can't help 
thinking I am a degraded being, because I am fond 
of painting. Still, dear old boy, he patronizes Rid- 
ley ; a man of genius, whom those sentries ought to 
ealote by Jove, sir, when he passes. Ridley patro- 
nized by an old officer of Indian dragoons, a little 
bit of a Rosey, and a fellow who is not fit to lay his 
palette for him I I want sometimes to ask J. J.'s 
pardon, after the Colonel has been talking to him in 
his confounded condescending way, uttering some 
awful bosh about the fine arts. Rosey follows him, 
and trips round J. J.'s studio, and pretends to admire, 
. and says, 'How soft; how sweett' recalling some of 
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mammarin-law'B dzeadful ezpieasioiia, whioli make 
me shudder when I hear them. If my poor old 
father had a confidant into whose arm he oould hook 
his own, and whom he oonld pester with his familj 
grie& as I do you, the dear old boy would hare hia 
dreaiy story to tell toa I hate banksy bankers, 
Bundlecund, indigo, ootton, and the whole businest. 
I go to that confounded board, and nerer hear one 
syllable that the fellows are talking about. I sit 
there because he wishes me to sit therei dont you 
think he sees that my heart is out of the buaineaa j 
that I would rather be at home in my painting-room ? 
We don't understand each othery but we feel eaidi 
other as it were by instinct Each thinka in hia own 
way, but knows what the other is thinking. We 
fight mute battles, don't you see ? and our tboughts» 
though we don't express them, are perceptible to one 
another, and come out from our eyes, or paaa out 
txom us somehowy and meet, and fight^ and strike^ 
and wound." 

Of course dive's confidant saw how sore and uii> 
happy the x>oor fellow was, and commiserated hia 
fatal but natural condition. The little ills of life are 
the hardest to bear, as we all very well know. What 
would the possession of a hundred thousand a year, 
or fame, and the applause of one's coiintrymen, or 
the loveliest and best beloved woman, — of any glory, 
and happiness, or good-fortune, avail to a gentleman, 
for instance, who was allowed to enjoy them only 
with the condition of wearing a shoe with a couple 
of nails or sharp pebbles inside it? All fame and 
happiness would disappear, and plunge down that 
shoe. All life would rankle round those little nails. 
I strove, by such philosophic sedatives as coufidanta 
are wont to apply on these ocQasions, to soothe my 
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poor friend's anger aad pain; and I dare say the 
little nails hurt the patient just us much as before. 

Clive pursued his lugubrious talk through the 
Park, and continued it as far as the modeet-f urnished 
house which we then occupied iu the Pimlico region. 
It 80 happened that the Colonel and Mrs. Clive also 
called upon us that day, and found this culprit in 
Laura's drawing-room, when they entered it, descend- 
ing out of that splendid barouche in which wc have 
already shown Mrs. Clive to the public. 

" He has not been here for months before ; nor 
have you, Roseyj nor have you, Colonel ; though, wa 
have smothered our indignation, and been to dine 
with you, and to call, ever so many times ! " cries 

The Colonel pleaded his business engagements; 
Soaa, that little woman of the world, had a thousand 
calls to make, and who knows how much to do, since 
she came out ? She had been to fetch papa at Bays's, 
and the porter had told the Colonel that Mr. Clive 
and Ht. Pendennis had just left the club together. 

'•Clive scarcely ever drives with me," says Rosa, 
" papa almost always does." 

"Bosey's is such a swell carriage, that I feel 
ashamed," says Clive, ' 

" I don't understand you young men. I don't see 
why you need be ashamed to go on the Course with 
your wife iu her carriage, Clive," remarks the Colonel. 

"The Course! the Course is at Calcutta, Papa?" 
cries Rosey, " We drive in the Park." 

"We have a park at Barrackpore too, my deax," 
says papa. 

"And he calls his grooms saices ! He said he was 
going to send away a saice for being tipsy, and I did 
not know in the leaat what he could mean, Laura ! " 
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"Mr. Newcomel you muat go and drive on tlie 
Course with Sosa, now; and the Colonel must sit 
and talk with me, whom he has cot been to see for 
such a long time." CUve presently went ofE in state 
by Rosey's side, and then Laura showed Colonel New- 
come his beautiful white Cashmere shawl round a 
successor of that little person who had first been 
wrapped in that web, now a stout young gentleman 
whose noise could be clearly beard in the upper 
regions. 

"I wish you could come down with us, Arthur, 
upon our electioneering visit" 

" That of which you was talking last night ? Are 
you bent upon it ? " 

" Yes, I am determined on it." 

Laura heard a child'a ciy at this moment, and 
left the room with a parting glance at her hus- 
band, who in fact had talked over the matter with 
Mrs. Peodennis, and agreed with her in opinion. 

As the Colonel had opened the question, I ventured 
to make a respectful remonstrance against the scheme. 
Vindictiveneas on the part of a man so simple 
generous, so fair and noble in all his dealings t 
Thomas Newcome, appeared in my mind unwort 
of him. Surely his kinsman liad sorrow and ' 
miliation enough already at home. Barnes's furthi 
punishment, we thought, might be left to time, 
remorse, to the Judge of right and wrong; ' 
better understands thau we can do, our causes i 
temptations towards evil actions, Who reserves 1 
sentence for His own tribunal. But when angere 
the best of us mistake our own motives, as we do tho( 
of the enemy who inflames us. What may be privs 
revenge, we take to be indignant virtue, and jm 
revolt against wrong. The Colonel would not 1 
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of counsels of moderation, such as I bore Mm from 
a Bwbet Christian pleader. "Remorse 1 " he cried out 
with a laugh, " that villain will never feel it until he is 
tied up and whipped at the cart's tall I Time change 
that rogue ! Unless he is wholesomely punished, he 
will grow a greater scoundrel every year. I am in- 
clined to think, sir," says he, his honest brows dark- 
ling aa he looked towards me, "that you too are 
spoiled by this wicked world, and these heartless, 
fashionable, fine people. You wish to live well with 
the enemy, and with us too, Pendennis, It can't be. 
He who ia not with us is against ns, I very much 
fear, sir, that the women, the women, you understand, 
have been talking you over. Do not let us apeak any 
more about this subject, for I don't wish that my son 
and my son's old friend, should have a quarrel." His 
face became red, his voice quivered with agitation, 
and he looked with glances which I was pained to 
behold in those kind old eyes : not because his wrath 
and suspicion visited myself, but because an impar- 
tial witness, nay, a friend to Thomas Newcome in 
that family quarrel, I grieved to think that a generous 
heart was led astray, and to see a good man do wrong. 
So with no more thanks for his interference than a 
man usually gets who meddles in domestic strifes, the 
present luckless advocate ceased pleading. 

To be sure, the Colonel and Clive had other ad- 
visers, who did not take the peaceful side. George 
Warrington was one of these; he was for war a I'out- 
Tanee with Barnes Newcome ; for keeping no terms 
with such a vQlain. He found a pleasure in hunting 
him and whipping him. "Barnes ought to be pun- 
ished," George said, " for his poor wife's misfortune ; 
it was Barnes's infernal cruelty, wickedness, Belfish- 
ness, which had driven her into misery and wrong." 
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Mr. ■Warrington went down to Newcome, and wai 
present at that lecture thereof meation baa been 
made in a preceding chapter. I am afraid hia be- 
havior was vary indecorous; ha laughed at the 
pathetic allusioua of the respected member for New- 
come ; he sneered at the sublime passages ; he wrotQ 
an awful critique in the '• Sewcome Independent " 
two days after, whereof the irony ivaa so subtle, tl 
half the readers of the paper mistook his grave » 
for respect, and hia jibes for praise. 

Clive, his father, and Frederick Bay ham, thelt faid 
ful aide-de-camp, were at Xewcome likewise when f^ 
Barnes's oration was delivered. At tirst it was gir) 
out at Newcome that the Colonel visited the place it 
the purpose of seeing his dear old friend and ] 
sioner, Mrs. Mason, who was now not long to eujd 
his boujity, and so old, as scarcely to know her I 
factor. Only after her sleep, or when the sun waroii 
her and the old wine with which he supplied her, i 
the good old woman able to recognize her ColoD^ 
She mingled father and aon together in her mind, 
lady who now often came in to her, thought she n 
wandering in her talk, when the ]K)or old worn 
spoke of a visit she had had from her boy ; and thl 
the attendant told Miss Kewcome that such a v 
had actually taken place, and that but yesterday Cliid 
and his father had been in that room, and occapi 
the chair where she sat " The young lady was t 
quite ill, and seemed ready to faint almost," 1 
Mason's servant and spokeswoman told Colonel K01 
oome when that gentleman arrived shortly after Etl 
departure, to see his old nurse. " Indeed I he ' 
very sorry." The maid told many stories about i 
Newcome's goodness and charity ; how she was c 
stantly visiting the poor now ; how she was foren 
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engaged in good works for the young, the sick, and 
the aged, She had had a dreadful misfortune in love ; 
she was going to be married to a young marquia ; 
richer even than Prince do 5Iontcoutour down at 
Kosehury ; but it was all broke off on account of that 
dreadl'ul affair at the Hall. 

" Was she very good to the poor ? did she come 
often to see her grandfather's old friend ? it was no 
more than she ought to do," Colonel Kewcome said ; 
without, however, thinking fit to tell his informant 
that he had himself met his niece Ethel, five minutes 
before he had entered Mrs. JIason's door. 

The poor thing was in discourse with Mr. Harris, 
the surgeon, and talking (as best she might, for no 
doubt the news which she bad just heard had agitated 
her), about blankets and arrowroot, wine, and medica- 
ments for her poor, when she saw her uncle coming 
towards her. She tottered a step or two forwards to 
meet himj held both her hands out, and called his 
name; but he looked her sternly in the face, took 
off his hat and bowed, and passed on. He did nob 
think fit to mention the meeting even to his son, 
Clive ; but we may be sure Mr. Harris, the surgeon, 
spoke of the circumstance that night after the lecture 
at the club, where a crowd of gentlemen were gath- 
ered together, smoking their cigars, and enjoying 
themselves according to their custom, and discussing 
Sir Barnes Neweome's performance. 

According to established usage in such cases, our 
esteemed representative was received by the com- 
mittee of tbe Xewcome Athenseum, assembled in 
their committee-room, and thence marshalled by the 
chairman and vice-chairman to bis rostrum in the 
lecture-hall, round about which the magnates of 
the institution and the notabilities of the town were 
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rallied on this public oceaaion. The Baronet came 
in some state from hia own house, arriving at New- 
come in his carriage with four horses, accompanied^ 
by my lady his mother, and Miss Ethel his beautifuj 
sister, who was now mistress at the HalL TTia littlfl 
girl waa brought — five years old now; she sat ( 
her aunt's knee, and slept during a greater part of 
the performance, A fine bustle, we may be sure, waa 
made on the introduction of these personages to theii_ 
reserved seats on the platform, where they sat e* 
compassed by others of the great ladies of Newcom9|i 
to whom they and the lecturer were especially gra^ 
clous at this season. Was not Parliament about to 
be dissolved, and were not the folks at Kewcorae 
Park particularly civil at that interesting period ? So 
Barnes Newcome mounts his pulpit, bows round toj 
the crowded assembly in acknowledgment of theuq 
buzz of applause or recognition, passes his lily-whiM 
pocket-handkerchief across his thin lips, and dashec 
o£E into his lecture about Mrs. Hemana and the poetr 
of the atfections. A public man, a commercial mai 
as we well know, yet his heart is in his home, ; 
his joy in his affections-, the presence of this i 
mense assembly here this evening; of the industrioi 
capitalists ; of the intelligent middle class ; of t" 
pride and mainstay of England, the operatives C 
Newcome ; these surrounded by their wives and thei^ 
children (a graceful bow to the bonnets to the righl 
of the platform), show that they, too, have hearts t 
feel, and homes to cherish ; that they, too, feel thi 
love of women, the innocence of children, the love o 
song ! Our lecturer then makes a distinction betweett 
man's poetry and woman's poetry, charging consider- 
ably in favor of the latter. We show that to appeal 
to the affections is aftet all the true office of the bardj - 
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to decorate the homely threshold, to wreathe flowers 
round the domestic hearth, the delightful duty of 
the Christian singer. We glance at Mra. Hemans'a 
biography, and state where ahe was born, and under 
what circumstances she must have at first, etc. etc. 
Is this a correct account of Sir Barnes Kewcome's 
lecture ? I wa3 not present, and did not read the 
report. Very likely the above may be a reminiscence 
of that mock lecture which Warrington delivered in 
anticipation of the Baronef s oration. 

After he had read for about five minntes, it waa 
remarked the Baronet suddenly stopped and became 
exceedingly confused over his manuscript; betaking 
himself to bis auxiliary glass of water before he re- 
sumed his discourse, which for a long time was lan- 
guid, low, and disturbed in tone. This period of 
disturbance, no doubt, must have occurred when Sir 
Barnes saw before him F, Bayham and Warrington 
seated in the amphitheatre ; and, by the aide of those 
fierce scornful countenances, Clive Newcome's pale 
face. 

Clive Newcome was not looking at Barnes. His 
eyes were fixed upon the lady seated not far from the 
lecturer — upon Ethel, with her arm round her little 
niece's shoulder, aud her thick black ringlets droop- 
ing down over a face paler than dive's own. 

Of course she knew that Clive was present She 
was aware of him as she entered the hall ; saw him 
at the very first moment; saw nothing but him, I 
dare say, though her eyes were shut and her head 
was turued now towards her mother, and now bent 
down on her little niece's golden curls. And the past 
aiid its dear histories, and youth and its hopes and 
passions, and tones and looks for ever echoing in tha 
heart, and present in the memory — these, no doubt, 
poor Clive saw and beard as he looked across the great 
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gulf of tim@, and partiug and grief, and beheld the v 
man he had loved for many years. There she aitt; ' 
the same, but changed : as gone from him as if she 
were dead; departed indeed into another sphere, and 
entered into a kind of death. If there is no love 
more in yonder heart, it is but a corpse nnburied. 
Strew round it the flowers of youth. Wash it with 
tears of pajssion. Wrap it and envelop it with fond 
devotion. Break heart, and fling yourself on the bier, 
and kiss her cold lips and press her hand ! It fal' 
back dead on the cold breast again. The beautifo 
lips have never a blush or a smile. Cover them a 
lay them in the ground, and so take thy hat-band o 
good friend, and go to thy business. Do you suppi 
you are t!ie only man who has had to attend suoh i 
funeral ? You will find some men smiling and t ' 
work the day after. Some come to the grave noi 
and again out of the world, and say a brief prayt 
and a " God bless her ! " With some men, i 
and her viduous mansion your heart to let, her s 
cesser the new occupant poking in all the drawei ^ 
and comers, and cupboards of the tenement, finds hei 
miniature and some of her dusty old letters hiddsl 
away somewhere, and says — Was tliia the face 1 
admired ao ? Wliy, allowing even for the painte 
flattery, it is quite ordinary, and the eyes certa" 
do not look straight. Are these the letters yoi 
thought so charming ? Well, upon my word. I nevai 
read anything more commonplace in my life. See, 
here 's a line half blotted out. Oh, I suppose she was 
cryiJig then — some of her tears, idle tears. — Hark, 
there is Barnes Newoome'a eloquence still plapping . 
on like water from a cistern — and our thoughts 
where have they wandered ? far away from the let 
tare — as far away as Clive's almost. And i 
fountain ceases to trickle [ the mouth from which U 
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Bued that cool and limpid flux ceases to smile; the 
figure is seen to bow and retire; a buzz, a. hum, a 
whisper, a scuffle, a meeting of bonnets and wagging 
of feathers and rustling of silks ensue. " Thank jon I 
delightful, I am sure!" "I really waa quite over- 
come." "Excellent." "So much obliged," are rapid 
phrases beard amongst the polite on the platform. 
While down below, " Yaw 1 quite enoiigh of that.'' 
"Mary Jane, cover your throat up, and don't kitch 
cold, and don't push tne, please, air." "'Arry! coom 
along and 'ave a pint o' ale," etc,, are the remarks 
beard, or perhaps not heard, by Clive Newcome as he 
watches at the private entrance of the Athenseum, 
where Sir Barnes's carriage is waiting with its flam- 
ing lamps, and domestics in state liveries. One of 
them comes out of the building bearing the little girl 
in his arms and lays her in the carriage. Then Sir 
Barnes, and Lady Ann, and the Mayor, Then Ethel 
issues forth, and as she passes under the lamps, be- 
holds Clive's face aa pale and sad as her own. 

Shall we go visit the lodge-gates of Kewcome Park 
with the moon shining on their carving? Is there 
any pleasure in walking by miles of gray paling and 
endless palisades of firs ? yon fool, what do you 
hope to see behind that curtain? Absurd fugitive, 
whither would you run ? Can you burst the tether of 
fate : and is not poor dear little Roaey Mackenzie sit- 
ting yonder waiting for you by the stake ? Go home, 
sir; and don't catch cold. So Mr. Clive returns to 
the " King's Arms," and up to his bedroom, and he 
hears Mr. F, Bayham's deep voice aa he passes by the 
Boscawen Room, where the jolly Britons are as usual 
assembled. 



CHAPTER XVn. 



ITEWCOUS AND LIBEBTY. 



Wk hare said that the Baronet's lecture i 
cussed in the midnight senate assembled at 
"King's Arms," where Mr, Tom Potta showed thtt.fl 
orator no mercy. The senate of the " King's Arms" J 
was hostile to Sir Barnes Neweome. Jlany c 
INewcomites besides were savage and inclined to i 
volt against the representative^of their borough. 
these patriots met over their cups, and over the bui 
per of friendship uttered the sentiments of freedom 
they had often asked of one another, where should ■ 
man be found to rid Neweome of its dictator ? 
erous hearts writhed under the oppression : patriotii_ 
eyes scowled when Barnes Neweome went by: wit! 
fine satire, Tom Fotts at Brown the hatter's shop) 
who made the hats for Sir Barnes Kewcome's domes^ 
tics, proposed to take one of the beavers — a gold^l 
laced one with a cockade and a cord — and set it i^J 
in the market-place and bid all Neweome come bow f 
to it, as to the hat of Gessler "Don't you tbinli^J 
Potts," says F. Bayham, who of course was admitted 1 
into the " King's Arms " club, and ornamented that ■ 
assembly by his presence and discourse, "don't you 
think the Colonel would make a good William Tell to 
combat gainst that Geasler ? " Ha ! Proposal re- 
ceived with acclamation — eagerly adopted by Charle(^ 
Tucker, Esq., attomey-at-law, who would not hav( 
the slightest objection to conduct Colonel Neweome^ 
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or any other gentleman's, electioneering business in 
Ifewcome or elsewhere. 

Like those three gentlemen in the plays and pic- 
tures of William Tell who conspire under the moon, 
calling upon liberty and resolving to elect Tell as 
their especial champion — like Arnold, Melchthal, 
and Wenier — Tom Potts, Fred Bayham, and Charles 
Tucker, Esqa,, conspired rounil a punch-bowl, and 
determined that Thomas Newcome should be re- 
quested to free Ms country. A deputation from the 
electors of Jiewcome, that is to say, these very gentle- 
men, waited on the Colonel in his apartment the very 
next morning, and aet before him the state of the 
borough ; Barnes Newcome's tyranny under which it 
groaned ; and the yearning of all honest men to be 
free from that usurpation. Thomas Newcome re- 
ceived the deputation with great solemnity and polite- 
sess, crossed hia legs, folded his arms, smoked his 
cheroot, and listened most decorously, as now Potts, 
now Tucker expounded to him; Bayham giving the 
benefit of his emphatic "hear hear," to their state- 
ments, and explaining dubious phrases to the Colonel 
in the most affable manner. 

Whatever the conspirators had to say against poor 
Barnes, Colonel Newcome was only too ready to be- 
lieve. He had made np his mind that that criminal 
ought to be punished and exposed. The lawyer's 
covert innuendoes, who was ready to insinuate any 
amount of evil against Barnes which could safely be 
uttered, were by no means strong enongh for Thomas 
Newcome. '"Sharp practice! exoeediagly alive to 
his own interests — reported violence of temper and 
tenacity of money ' — say swisdling at once, sir — say 
falsehood and rapacity — say crnelty and avarice," 
cries the Colonel — "I believe, upon my honor and 
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consoience, that unfortunate young man to be guilty 
of every one of those crimes." 

Mr. Eayliam remarks to Mr. Potts that our friend 
the Colonel, when he does utter an opinion, takes care 
there shall be no mistake about it, 

"And I took care there should be no mistake be- 
fore I uttered it at all, Bayham ! " cries F. B.'a patron. 
" As loDg as 1 was in any doubt about this young man, 
I gave the criminal the benefit of it, as a man who ad- 
mires our glorious constitution should do, and kept 
my own counsel, sir." 

" At least," remarks Mr. Tucker, " enough is proven 
to show that Sir Barnes Newcome Newcome, Baronet, 
is scarce a fit person to represent this great borough 
in Pai'liament." 

" Represent Newcome in Parliament 1 It is a dis- 
grace to that noble iustitution the English House of 
Commons, that Barnes Newcome should sit in it. A 
man whose word you cannot trust ; a tnR.Ti stained with 
every private crime. What right has he to sit in tha 
assembly of the legislators of the land, sir ? " cries the 
Colonel, waving his hand as if addressing a chamber 
of deputies. 

" You are for upholding the House of Commons ? " 
inquires the lawyer. 

" Of course, sir, of course." 

"And for increasing the franchise, Colonel New- 
oome, 1 should hope ? " continues Mr. Tucker. 

" Every man who can read and write ought to have 
a vote, sir ; that is my opinion I " cries the Colonel. 

"He's a Liberal to the backbone," says Potts to 
Tucker. 

" To the backbone 1 'i responds Tucker to Potts. 
"The Colonel will do for us, Potts." 

"We want such a man, Tucker; the 
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dent ' has been crying out for sucli a man for years 
past. We ought to have a Liberal as second repre- 
sentative of this great town — not a sneaking half- 
and-half Ministerialist like Sir Barnes, a fellow with 
one leg in the Carlton and the other in Brookes's. 
Old Mr. Bunce we can't touch. His place is safe ; he 
is a good man of business : we can't meddle with Mr. 
Bunce — I know that, who know the feeling of the 
country pretty welL" 

." Pretty well I Better than any man in Newcome, 
Potts ! '^ cries Mr. Tucker. 

'^But a good man like the Colonel, — a good Liberal 
like the Colonel, — a man who goes in for household 
suffrage — " 

"Certainly, gentlemen." 

"And the general great Liberal principles — we 
know, of course — such a man would assuredly have 
a chance against Sir Barnes Newcome at the coming 
election, could we find such a man — a real friend of 
the people!'' 

"I know a friend of the people if ever there was 
one," F. Bayham interposes. 

" A man of wealth, station, experience ; a man who 
has fought for his country ; a man who is beloved in 
this place as you are. Colonel Newcome: for your 
goodness is known, sir — Tou are not ashamed of 
your origin, and there is not a Newcomite old or young 
but knows how admirably good you have been to your 
old friend, Mrs. — Mrs. What-d'-you-call-'em ? " 

" Mrs. Mason," from F. B. 

"Mrs. Mason. If such a man as you, sir, would 
consent to put himself in nomination at the next 
election, every true Liberal in this place would rush 
to support you ; and crush the oligarch who rides 
over the liberties of this borough ! " 



" SotuetMa^ of this sort, gentlemen, I own to yoa 
had crossed mv mind," Thomas Newcome remarked. 
"When I saw that disgrace to my name, and the 
name of my father's birthplace, representing the 
borough in Parliament, I thought for the credit of the 
town and the family, the Member for Newcome at 
least might be an honest man. I am an old soldier ; 
have passed all my life in India ; and am little con- 
versant with affairs at home (cries of 'You are, you 
are '). I hoped that my son, Mr. Clive Newcome, 
might have been found qualified to contest this 
borough against his unworthy cousin, and possibly to 
git as your representative in Parliament. The 
wealth I have had the good fortune to amass will 
descend to him naturally, and at no very distant 
period of time, for I am nearly seventy years of age, 
gentlemen." 
The gentlemen are astonished at this statement 
"But," resumed the Colonel, "my son Clive, aa 
friend Bayham knows, and to my own regret and 
mortification, as I don't care to confess to you, de- 
clares h" has no interest in politics, nor desire for 
public distinction — prefers his own pnrsnits — and 
even these I fear do not absorb him — declines th« 
offer which I made him, to present himself in opposi. 
tion to Sir Barnes Newcome. It becomes men in a 
certain station, as I think, to assert that station ; and 
though a few years back I never should have thonght 
of public life at all, and proposed to end my days in 
quiet as a retired dragoon oflScer, since — since it has 
pleased Heaven to increase very greatly my pecuniary 
means, to place me as a director and mant^r of an 
important banking company, in a station of great 
public responsibility, I and my brother directors have 
thought it but right that one of oa should sit in Par- 
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li&ment, if possible, aad I am not a mail to sbiik 
from that or from any other duty." 

" Colonel, vi]l you attend a meeting of electors 
■which we will call, and say as much to them nnd as 
well ? " cries Mr. Potts. " Shall I put an announce- 
ment in my paper to the effect that you are reaily to 
come forward ? " 

" I am prepared to do so, my good air," 

And presently this solemn palaver ended. 

Besides the critical article upon the Baronet's 
lecture, of which Mr. Warrington was the author, 
there appeared in the leading columns of the ensuing 
number of Mr. Potta's " Independent " some remarks 
of a very smashing or hostile nature against the Mem- 
ber for Newcome. " This gentleman has shown such 
talent in the lecturing business," the " Independent " 
said, " that it is a great pity he should not withdraw 
himself from politics, and cultivate what all Newcome 
knows ai'e the arts which he understands best ; 
namely, poetry and the domestic affections. The per- 
formance of our talented representative last night was 
so pathetic as to bring tears into the eyes of several 
of our fair friends. We have heard, but never be- 
lieved until now, that Sir Barnes Newcome possessed 
such a genius /or making women cry. Last week we 
had the talented Miss Noakes from Slowcome. read- 
ing Milton to us ; how far superior was the eloquenoe 
of Sir Barnes Newcome Newcome, Bart, even to that 
of the celebrated actress 1 Bets were freely offered 
in the room last night that Sir Barnes would heat any 
woman, — bets which were not taken, as we scarcely 
need say, so well do our citizens appreciate the char- 
acter of our excellent, our admirable representative. 
Let the Baronet stick to his lectures, and let New- 
come relieve him of his political occupations. He is 
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not fit for them, he U too sentimental a man for ns ; 
the men of Newcome want a sound practical person ; 
the Liberals of Newcome hare a desire to be repre- 
sented. When we elected Sir Barnes, he talked liber- 
ally enough, and we thought he vould do, but you see 
the honorable Barouet is so poetical 1 we ought to 
have known that, and not to have believed him. Let 
ua have a straightforward gentleman. If not a man 
of words, at least let us have a practical man. If not 
a man of eloquence, one at any rate whose word we 
can trust, and we can't trust Sir Barnes Newcome's ; 
we have tried him, and we can't really. Last night, 
when the ladies were crying, we could not for the 
souls of us help laughing. We hope we know bow to 
conduct ourselves as gentlemen. We trust we did 
not interrupt the harmony of the evening; but Sir 
Barnes Kewcome, prating about children and virtue, 
and affection and poetry, this is really too strong. 

" The ' Independent,' faithful to its name, and ever 
actuated by principles of honor, has been, as our thou- 
sands of readers know, disposed to give Sir Barnes 
Newcome Newcome, Bart, a fair trial. When he c 
forward after his father's deatti, we believed i 
pledges and promises, as a retrencher and reformer, a 
we stuck by him. Is there any man in Xewcome, exce^ 
perhaps, our twaddling old contemporary the ' 
nel ' who believes in Sir B. N. any more ? We say t] 
and we now give the readers of the ' Independent,' i 
the electors of this borough, fair notice, that when t 
dissolution of Parliament takes place, a good i 
true man, a man of experience, no dangerc 
or brawling tap orator — Mr. Hicks's friends • 
understand whom we mean — but a gentleman < 
Liberal principles, well-won wealth, and deserved 3 
tion and honor, will ask the electors of liewcoin 
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whetlier they are or are not diaeoDtented with their 
present unworthy Member. The 'Independent' for 
one, says, we know good men of your family, we know 
in it men who would do honor to any name ; but you, 
Sir Barnes Newcome Newcome, Bart., we trust no 



Id the electioneering matter, which had occasioned 
my unlucky interference, and that subsequent little 
coolness upon the good Colonel's part, Clive Newcome 
had himself shown that the scheme was not to hia 
liking; had then submitted as hia custom was: and 
doing so with a bad grace, as also was to be expected, 
had got little thauks for his obedience, Thomas 
Newcome was hurt at his son's faiot-heartedness, and 
of course little Bosey was displeased at his hanging 
back. He set off in his father's train, a silent, un- 
willing partisan. Thomas Newcome had the leisure 
to survey Clive'a glum face opposite to him durijig the 
whole of their journey, and to chew his ranstachios, 
and brood upon his wrath and wrongs. His life had 
been a sacrifice for that boy 1 What darling schemes 
had he not formed in hia behalf, and how supercili- 
ously did Clive meet his projects 1 The Colonel could 
not see the harm of which he had himself been the 
author. Had he not done everything in mortal's 
power for his son's happiness, and how many young 
men in England were there with such advantages as 
this moody, discontented, spoiled boy ? As Clive 
backed out of the contest, of course his father urged 
it only the more vehemently. Clive slunk away from 
committees and canvassing, and lounged about the 
Newcome manufactories, whilst his father, with anger 
and bitterness in his heart, remained at the post of 
honor, as he called it, bent upon overcoming his enemy 
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and ciirrying his point agaiost Barnes Kewooiae. 
Paris wUl not fight, sir," the Colonel said, with a 
look following Ma son, "Priam must." Good old 
Prium believed his cause to bo a perfectly just one, 
and that duty and his honor called upon him to di«w 
the awonJ. So there was difference between Thonuu 
Kewoome and Clive his son. I protest it is with pain 
and reluctance I have to write, that the good old man 
was in error — that there wae a wrong-doer, and that 
Atticus was be. 

Atticus, be it remembered, thought himself 
pelled by the very beet motives. Thomas Newcoi 
the Indian banker, was at war with Barnea, the Ei 
lish banker. The latter had commenced the hoE 
ties, by a sudden and cowardly aut of treason. 
were private wrongs to envenom the contest, but 
was the mercantile quarrel on which the Coloi 
chose to set his declaration of war. Barnes's 
dastardly blow had occasioned it, and his uncle 
determined to carry it through. This I have said waa 
also George Warrington's judgment, who In the ensu- 
ing straggle between Sir Barnes and his uncle, acted 
as a very warm and efficient partisan of tiie latter. 
" Kinamanship I " says George. " Wh.it has old Tom 
Newcorae ever had from hia kinsman but cowardice 
and treachery ? If Barnes hud held up his finger the 
young one might have been happy ; il he could have 
effected it, the Colonel and his bank would have been 
ruined. I am for war, and for seeing the old boy in 
Parliament He knows no more about politics than I 
do about dancing the poiha; but there are five bun* 
dred wiseacres in that assembly who know no more 
than he does, and an honest man taking his seat, there, 
in place of a confounded little rogue, at least makes a 
ohange for the better." 



THE NEWCOMEa 249 

I dare say Thomas NewcomOy Esq., would by no 
means have concurred in the above estimate of his 
political knowledge, and thought himself as well in* 
formed as another. He used to speak with the great- 
est gravity about our constitution as the pride and 
envy of the world, though he surprised you as much 
by the latitudinarian reforms, which he was eager to 
press forward, as by the most singular old Tory opin- 
ions which he advocated on other occasions. He was 
for having every man to vote; every poor man to 
labor short time and get high wages ; every poor cu- 
rate to be paid double or treble ; every bishop to be 
docked of his salary, and dismissed from the House ol 
Lords. But he was a stanch admirer of that assem- 
bly, and a supporter of the rights of the Crown. He 
was for sweeping off taxes from the poor, and as 
money must be raised to carry on government, he 
opined that the rich should pay. He uttered all 
these opinions with the greatest gravity and em- 
phasis, before a large assembly of electors and others 
convened in the Newcome Town Hall, amid the roars 
of applause of the non-electors, and the bewilderment 
and consternation of Mr. Potts, of the " Independent," 
who had represented the Colonel in his paper, as a 
safe and steady reformer. Of course the '< Sentinel " 
showed him up as a most dangerous radical, a sepoy 
republican, and so forth, to the wrath and indignation 
of Colonel Kewcome. He a republican, he scorned 
the name ! He would die as he had bled many a time 
for his sovereign. He an enemy of our beloved 
church I He esteemed and honored it, as he hated 
and abhorred the superstitions of Eome. (Yells 
from the Irish in the crowd.) He an enemy of the 
House of Lords I He held it to be the safeguard of 
the constitution and the legitimate prize of our most 
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illiiatrious, naval, military, and — and — legal heroes 
(ironical cheers). He repelled with acorn the dastard 
attacks of the journal which had assailed iiim; he 
asked, laying his hand on hia heart, if as a gentleman, 
an officer bearing her Majesty's commission, he could 
be guilty of a desire to subvert her empire and to 
insult the dignity of her crown ? 

After this second speech at the Town Hall, it was 
asserted by a considerable party in Newcome, that Old 
Tom (as the mob familiarly called him) was a Tory, 
while an equal number averred that he was a Kadical, 
Mr. Potts tried to reconcile his statements, a work in 
which I should think the talented editor of the " Inde- 
pendent " had no little difficulty, " He knows nothing 
about it," poor Clive said with a sigh ; " his politics are 
all sentiment and kindness, he will have the poor ma n 
paid double wages, and does not remember that the 
employer would be ruined : you have heard him, Pen, 
talking in this way at bis own table, but when he 
oomes out armed cap-a-pied, and careers against wind- 
mills in public, don't you see that as Don Quixote's 
sou I had rather the dear brave old gentlemau was 
at home ? " 

So th.ia fainiant took bat little part In the electioB- 
eering doings, holding moodily aloof from the meet- 
ings, and councils, and public-houses, where hiB 
father's partisans were assembled. 
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CHAPTER XVni. 

A LETTEB AND A BECONCILIATION. 

M%9$ Ethel NeiDCome to Mrs. Pendennu. 

** DsABBST Laura, — I have not written to you for many 
weeks past. There have been some things too trivial, 
and some too sad, to write about; some things I know I 
shall write of if I begin, and yet that I know I had best 
leave ; for of what good is looking to the past now ? Why 
vex you or myself by reverting to it ? Does not every day 
bring its own duty and task, and are these not enough to oc- 
cupy one ) What a fright you must have had with my little 
god-daughter I Thank Heaven she is well now, and restored 
to you. You and your husband I know do not think it essen- 
tial, but I do, most essential, and am very grateful that she was 
taken to church before her illnesa 

'* Is Mr. Pendennis proceeding with his canvass ? I try and 
avoid a certain subject, but it will come. Tou know who is 
canvassing against us here. My poor uncle has met with very 
considerable success amongst the lower classes. He makes 
them rambling speeches at which my brother and his friends 
laugh, but which the people applaud. I saw him only yester- 
day, on the balcony of the 'King's Arms/ speaking to a great 
mob, who were cheering vociferously below. I had met him 
before. He would not even stop and give his Ethel of old 
days his hand. I would have given him I don't know what, 
for one kiss, for one kind word ; but he passed on and would 
not answer me. He thinks me -^ what the world thinks me, 
worldly and heartless ; what I was. But at least, dear Laura, 
you know that I always truly loved him, and do now, although 
he is our enemy, though he believes and utters the most cruel 
things against Barnes, though he says that Barnes Newcome, 
my father's son, my brother, Laura, is not an honest man. 
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Hhti], selfish, worldly, I own my poor brotier to be, nnd pray 
Heaven to aiiicDd him ; but dishonest 1 and to be so maligaed 
by the person one loves best in the world I This b a haid 
trial. I pray a proad heart may be bettered by it. 

"And I have seen iny oouaiii: once at a lecture which po<w 
Barnes gave, and who teemed very tnach dietiirb^ on perceiv* 
ing Clivu; once aClcrwardii at good old Mrs, Maaou'e, whom I 
have always continued tn visit for uncle'e wike. The poor old 
woman, whose wit« are very nearly gone, held both our hamUt 
and asked when we were going to be married 1 and laughed, 
poor old thing t I cried out to her that Mr. Clive bad a wife 
at home, a dear young wife, I said. He gave a dreadful sort of 
luugh, and turned away into the window. He looks terriblj 
ill, pale, and oldened. 

" 1 asked him a greet deal about his wife, whom 1 reniemba 
a very pretty, sweet-looking girl indeed, at my Aunt Uobson'^ 
but with a not agreeable mother as I thought then. He ou- 
ewercd me by monosyllables, appeared as though be would 
BpBok, and then hccame aileut. I am pained, and yet gUd 
that 1 saw him. I said, not very distinctly, I dare say, that I 
hoped the difference between Barnes and uncle would not ex- 
tinguish his regard for mamma and me, who have always loved 
hira; when I said loved him, he gave one of his bitter laughs 
again; and bo he did when I snid I hoped his wife was welL 
You never would tell me much about Mrs. Ne«™me; and I 
fear the does not make my cousiu happy. And yet this mar- 
riage was of my uncle's making: another of the unfortunate 
marriague in our family. I am glad that I paused in time, 
before the commission of that ain ; I strive my best to amend 
my temper, my inexperience, my shortcomings, and try to be 
the mother of my poor brother's children. But Barnes boi 
never foi^ven me my refusal of Lord Farintosh. He ia of the 
world still, Laura. Nor must we deal too harshly with people 
of hit nature, who c&nnot perhaps comprehend a world beyond. 
I remember in old daya, when we were travelling on the Rhine^ 
in the happiest days of my whole life, I used to beer Clive, and 
hit friend Mr. Ridley, talk of art and of nature in a way that I 
could not understand at first, but came to comprehend batter aa 
my cousin tai^ht me; and since then, I see pictures, and land- 
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8C4pn, and flowers, with qnite differant eyoa, and beautiful 
■ecreta as it were, of which 1 bud no idea before. The secret 
of all secrets, the secret of tlie other life, aail the better wrM 
beyond oon, maj not this be unrevealed to some 1 1 pray tor 
them all, dearest Laura, for those oeareet and dearnst to me, 
^■t the truth moy lighten their darkness, and Hmven's great 
mertj defend them in the perils and dangers of their night. 

"My boy at Siuidbuiiit has doite very well indeed; and 
Egbert, I am happy to say, thinks of taking ordera; bo bus 
been very moderate at College. NotsoAlfred; buttbeOuards 
oreaiadly dangcrotuKhoolfora young man; 1 have promised 
to pay bis debt^ and be is to exchange into the lino. Mamma 
ia coming to lu at Christmas with Alice; my sister ia very 
pretty indeed, 1 think, and I am rejoiced she is to marry young 
«ft[r. Mamford, who has a tolerable living, and who bm been 
attached to her ever since he waa a. boy at Bugby school. 

"Little Barnes comes on bravely with his Latin; and Mr. 
Whiteslock, a moit atertlenl and valuable person in this plnce, 
where there ia so much Romanism and Dissent, speaks hij-hiy 
□r him. Little Clara is so like her aobappy mother in a thou- 
sand ways nnd actions, that I am shocked often; and see my 
brother starting back and turning hia bead away, as if suddenly 
vounded. I have heard the most deplorable accounts of Lord 
and Lady Highgate. Oh, dearest friend and sister I — save 
you, 1 think I scarce know anyone that is happy in the world: 
1 trust yon may continue so — you who impart your goodness 
and kindness to all who come near you — you in whose aweet 
■erene bappineaa I am thankful to be allowed to repose aome- 
timee. You are the island in the desert, Laura ! and the birds 
sing there, and the fountain flows; and we come and repose by 
you for a little while, and to-morrow the march begins again, 
ud the toil, and the struggle, and the desert. Oood-by, 
fountain! Whisper kisses to my deaieat little ones for their 
affectionate 

"AcNT Ethel, 

"A friend of his, a Mr, Warrington, has spoken against us 
several times with extraordinary ability as Barnes owns. Do 
foa know Hi. W. t He wrote a dieadAU article in the ' lude- 





"The ghost of my youth, father, the ghost of my 
happiness, and the beet days of my life," groaned ont 
the young man. " I saw Ethel to-day. I went to see 
Sarah Mason, and she was there." 

"I had seen her, but I did not apeak of her," said 
the father. " I thought it waa best not to mention her 
to you, my poor boy. And are — are you fond of her 
Btill, Clive?" 

" Still ! once means always in these things, father, 
does n't it ? Once means to^y and yesterday, and 
forever and ever." 

" Nay, mj- boy, you must n't talk to me so, or even 
to yourself so. Yon have the dearest little wife at 
bome, a dear little wife and child." 

" You had a son, and have been kind enough to him, 
God knows. Tow had a wife : but that does n't pre- 
vent other — other thoughts. Do you know yon 
never spoke twice in your life about my mother? 
Ton didn't care for her." 

"I — I did my duty by her; I denied her nothing, 
I scarcely ever had a word with her, and I did my best 
to make her happy," interposed the Colonpl. 

" I know, but your heart was with the other. So ia 
nine. It 's fatal ; it runs in the family, father." 

The boy looked so ineifably wretched that the 
father's heart melted still more. "I did my bes^ 
Clive," the Colonel gasped out. " I went to that villain 
Barnes and offered him to settle every shilling I waa 
worth on you — I did — you didn't know that — I'd 
kill myself for your sake, Clivy. What 's an old fellow 
worth living for? I can live upon acrast and a cigar. 
I don't care about a carri^e, and only go in it to pleuo 
Bosey. I wanted to give up all for you, but he played 
me false, that scoundrel cheated oa both j he did, and 
BO did Ethel." 
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" No, sir ; I may have thought so in my rage once, 
but I know better now. She was the victim and not 
the agent. Did Madame de Florae play you false 
when she married her husband ? It was her fate, 
and she underwent it. We all bow to it, we are in 
the track and the car passes over us. You know it 
does, father." The Colonel was a fatalist: he had 
often advanced this Oriental creed in his simple 
discourses with his son and dive's friends. 

"Besides," Clive went on, "Ethel does not care for 
me. She received me to-day quite coldly, and held 
her hand out as if we had only parted last year. I 
suppose she likes that marquis who jilted her — God 
bless her. How shall we know what wins the hearts 
of women? She has mine. There was my Fate. 
Praise be to Allah ! It is over." 

"But there's that villain who injured you. His 
isn't over yet," cried the Colonel, clinching his 
trembling hand. 

" Ah, father ! Let us leave him to Allah too ! 
Suppose Madame de Florae had a brother who in- 
sulted you. You know you would n't have revenged 
yourself. You would have wounded her in striking 
him." 

"You called out Barnes yourself, boy," cried the 
father. 

" That was for another cause, and not for my quar- 
rel. And how do you know I intended to fire ? By 
Jove, I was so miserable then that an ounce of lead 
would have done me little harm ! " 

The father saw the son's mind more clearly than 
he had ever done hitherto. They had scarcely ever 
talked upon that subject, which the Colonel found 
was so deeply fixed in Clive's heart. He thought of 
his own early dayS; and how he had sufferedi and be- 
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held his son before him racked with the same cruel 
pangs of enduring grief. And he began to own that 
he had pressed him too hastily in his maniago; and 
to make an allowance for an unhappiness of which he 
had in part been the cause. 

"Mashallahl Clive my boy," said the old man, 
" what is done is done." 

"Let U3 break up our camp before this place, and 
not go to war with Barnes, father," said Clive. '• Let 
us have peace — and forgive him if we can." 

" And retreat before this scoundrel, Clive ? " 

" What is a victory over such a fellow ? One gives 
a chimney-sweep the wall, father." 

" I say again — AVhat is done is done. I have 
promised to meet him at the bustinga, and I will, I 
think it is beat : and you are right : and you act like 
a high-minded gentleman — and my dear, dear old 
boy — not to meddle in the quarrel — though I did n't 
think BO — and the difference gave me a great deal of 
pain — and so did what Pendennis said — and I'm 
wrong — and thank God I am wrong — and God bleag 
you, my own boy," the Colonel cried out in a burst of 
emotion; and the two went to their bedrooms to- 
gether, and were happier, as they shook hands at the 
doors of tbeir adjoining ohambeis thaji they had been 
for many a long day and year. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



THE ELECTION. 

Hatixq thus given his challenge, reconnoitred the 
enemy, and pledged himself to do battle at the ensu- 
ing election, our Colonel took leave of the town of 
Kewcome, and returned to his banking affairs in Lon- 
don. His departure was as that of a great public per- 
sonage; the gentlemen of the Committee followed 
him obsequiously down to the train. " Quick," bawls 
out Mr, Potts to Mr. Brown, the station-master, 
"quick, Mr. Brown, a carriage, for Colonel New- 
come I " Half a dozen hats are taken off as he enters 
into the carriage, F. Bayham and his servant after him, 
with portfolios, umbrellas, shawls, despatch-boxes. 
Clive was not there to act as his father's aide-de-camp. 
After their conversation together the young man had 
returned to Mrs. Clive and hia other duties in life. 

It has been said that Mr. Pendennis was in the 
country, engaged in a pursuit exactly similar to that 
which occupied Colonel Newcome. The menaced dis- 
solution of Parliament did not take place so soon as 
we expected. The Ministry still hung together, and 
by consequence. Sir Barnes Newcome kept his seat in 
the House of Commons, from which his elder kins- 
man was eager to oust him. Away from London, and 
having but few correspondents, save on affairs of 
business, I heard little of Clive and the Colonel, save 
an occasional puff of one of Colonel Newcome'a enter- 
tainments in the " Pall Mall Gazette," to which jour- 
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nal F. Eayham still coudeseended to contribute ; 
a Batisfactory annouQcement in a certain part of 
paper, that on such a day, in Hyde Park Gardens, 
Mrs. Clive Neweome had presented her husband with 
a aon. Clive wrote to me presently, to inform me of 
the circumstance, stating at the same time, with but 
moderate gratification on Lis own part, that the Cam- 
paigner, Mrs. Kewcome's mamma, had upon this 
second occasion made a second lodgement in her daagh- 
ter's honse and bed-chamber, and showed herself affa- 
bly disposed to forget the little on pleasantries which 
had clouded over the stmshine of her former visit. 

Laura, with a smile of some humor, said she thought 
now would be the time when, if Clive could be spared 
from hia bank, he might pay us that visit at Fairoaka 
which bad been due so long, and hinted that cban] 
of air and a temporary absence from Mrs. Macki 
might be agreeable to my old friend. 

It was on the contrary Mr. Pendennis's opinion 
his wife artfully chose that period of time when little 
Koaey was, perforce, kept at home and occupied with 
her delightful maternal duties, to invito Clive to see 
ns. Mrs. Laura frankly owned that she liked our 
Clive better without his wife than with her, and never 
ceased to regret that pretty Eosey had not bestowed 
her little hand upon Captain Hoby, as she had been 
very well disposed at one time to do. Against all mar- 
riages of interest this sentimental Laura never failed 
to utter indignant protests; and Clive's had been a 
marriage of interest, a marriage made up by the old 
people, a marriage to which the young man had only 
yielded out of good-nature and obedience. 8he 
apostrophize her unconscious young ones, and infoi 
those innocent babies that thetf should never be 
to marrj- except for love, never — 
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■wMch was received with perfect indifference by little 
Arthur on his rocking-horse, and little Helen smiling 
and crowing in her mother's lap. 

So Clive came down to as careworn in appearance, 
but very pleased and happy, he said, to stay for a 
while with the friends of his youth. We showed him 
our modest rural lions; we got him such sport and 
company as our quiet neighborhood aiforded, we gave 
him fishing in the Brawl, and Laura in her pony- 
chaise drove him to Baymouth, and to Clavering Park 
and town, and to visit the famous cathedral at Chat- 
teris, where she was pleased to recount certain inci- 
dents of her husband's youth. 

Clive laughed at my wife's stories ; he pleased him- 
self in our home ; he played with our children, with 
whom he became a great favorite ; he was happier, he 
told me with a sigh, than he had been for many a day. 
His gentle hostess echoed the sigh of the poor young 
feUow. She was sure that his pleasure was only tran- 
sitory, and was convioced that many deep cares weighed 
upon his mind. 

Erelong my old schoolfellow made me sundry con- 
fessions, which showed that Laura's surmises were 
correct. About his domestic affairs he did not treat 
much i the little boy was said to be a very fine little 
boy ; the ladies had taken entire possession of him. 
" I can't stand Mrs. Mackenzie any longer, I own," 
says Clive ; " but how resist a wife at such a moment ? 
Rosa was sure she would die, unless her mother came 
to her, and of course we invited Mrs. Mack. This 
time she is all smiles and politeness with the Colonel : 
the last quarrel is laid upon me, and in so far I am 
easy, as the old folks get on pretty well together." 
To me, considering these things, it was clear that Mr. 
Clive Newcome was but a very secondary ]iersonage 
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indeed in liia father's new fine bouse which he inhab- 
ited, and in which the poor Colonel had hoped they 
were to live such a happy family. 

But it was about Clive Newcome's peoimiary affairs 
that I felt the most disquiet when he came to explain 
these to me. The Colonel's capital and that consider- 
able sum which Sirs. Clive had inherited from her 
good old undo, were aU involvei^ in a common stock, 
of which Colonel Newcome took the management 
*' The governor understands business so well, yon, 
Bee," says Clive; "is a most remarkable head for ac- 
counts he must have inherited that from my grand- 
father, you know, who made his own fortune; all the 
Newcomes are good at accounts except me, a pooruse- 
lesB devil who knows nothing but to paint a picture, 
and who can't even do that." He cuts off the h«ad 
of a thistle as he speaks, bites his tawny mustachios^ 
plunges his hands into his pockets and his soul into 
tevery. 

"You don't mean to say," asks Mr. PendeimiB, 
" that your wife's fortune has not been settled upon 
herself 1 " 

" Of course it has been settled upon herself ; that 
is, it is entirely her own — you know the Colonel has 
managed all the business, he understands it better 
than we do." 

" Do you say that your wife's money ia not vested 
in the hands of trustees, and for her benefit ? " 

" My father is one of the trustees. 1 tell you htt J 
manages the whole thing. What is his property Iv.fl 
mine and ever has been ; and I might draw upon him ] 
as much as I liked : and you know it 's five times as 
great as my wife's. "What is his is ours, and what is 
ours is his, of course ; for instance, the India Stock, 
which poor Uncle James left, that now stands in the 
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Colonel's name. He wants to be a Director : he will 
be at the next election — be must have a certain quan- 
tity of India Stock, don't you see 1 " 

" Afy dear fellow, is there then no settlement made 
upon your wife at all ? " 

" You need n't look so frightened," says Clive. " I 
made a settlement on her : with all my worldly goods 
I did her endow — three thousand three himdred and 
thirty-three pounds six and eightpenee, which my 
father sent over from India to my uncle, years ago, 
when I came home." 

I might well indeed be aghast at this news, and 
bad yet further intelligence from Clive, which by no 
means contributed to lessen my anxiety. This worthy 
old Colonel, who fancied himself to be so clever a man 
of business, chose to conduct it in utter ignorance and 
defiance of law. If anything happened to the Bundle- 
eund Bank, it was clear that not only every s hilli ng 
of his own property but every farthing bequeathed to 
Rosey Mackenzie would be lost j only his retiring 
pension, which was luckily considerable, and the hun- 
dred pounds a year which Clive had settled on his 
wife, would be saved out of the ruin. 

And DOW Clive confided to me his own serious 
doubts and misgivings regarding the prosperity of the 
Bank itself. He did not know why, but be could not 
help fancying that things were going wrong, Those 
partners who had come home, having sold out the 
Bank, and were living in England bo splendidly, why 
had they quitted it ? The Colonel said it was a proof 
of the prosperity of the company, that so many gen- 
tlemen were enriched wbo had taken shares in it. 
" But when I asked my father," Clive continued, 
" why he did not himself withdraw, the dear old boy's 
countenance fell : he told me such things were not to 
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be done every day; and ended, as nsual, by saying 
that I do not understand auj'thlng about busiitess. 
No more I do ; that is the truth. I hate the whole 
concern, Pen ! I hate that great tawdry house in 
which we live ; and those fearfully stupid parties ; — 
Oh, how I wish we were back in Fitzroy Square ! 
But who can recall bygones, Arthur ; or wrong steps 
in lif« ? We must make the best of to-day, and to- 
morrow must take care of itself. ' Poor little child ! ' 
I could not help thinking, aa I took it crying in my 
arms the other day, ' what has life in store for you, 
my poor weeping baby ? ' My mother-in-law cried 
out that I should drop the baby, and that only the 
Colonel knew how to hold it. My wife called from 
her bed ; the nurse dashed up and scolded me ; and 
they drove me out of the room amongst them. By 
Jove, Pen, I laugh when some of my friends congratu- 
late me on my good fortune ! I am not quite the 
father of my own child, nor the husband of my own 
wife, nor even the master of my own easel. I am 
managed for, don't you see ! boarded, lodged, and done 
for. And here is the man they call hajijiy. Happy ! 
Oh 1 1 1 why had I not youi strength of mind ; and 
why did I ever leave my art, my mistress ? " 

And herewith the poor lad fell to chopping thistles 
^^n, and quitted Fairoaks shortly, leaving his friends 
there very much disquieted aboat his prospects, actual 
and future. 

The expected dissolution of Parliament came at 
lei^th. All the country papers in England teemed 
with electioneering addresses ; and the country was ia 
a flutter with party-colored ribbons. Colonel Thomas 
Ifewcome, pursuant to bis promise, offered himself to 
the independent electors of Kewcome in the Liberal 
journal of the family town, whilst Sir Barnes New- 
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come, Bart., addreBsed himself to his old and tried 
friBuds, aiid called ajwii tlie friends of the conatita- 
tion to r!illy atound lum, in the Conservative print 
The addreases of out friend were sent to us at Fair- 
oaka by the Colonel's indefatigable aide-de-eamp, Mr. 
Frederick Bayham. During the period which had 
elapsod since the Colonel's last canvassing viuit and 
the issuing of the writs now daily expected lor the 
new Parliameut, many things of great importance 
had occurred in Thomas Newcome's family — events 
which were kept secret from his biographer, who was, 
at this period also, pretty entirely occupied with his 
own affairs. These, however, are not the present 
subject of this history, which has Newcome for its 
business, and the parties engaged in the family quar- 
rel there. 

There were four candidates in the field for the 
representation of that borough. That old and tried 
Member of Parliament, Mr. Bunce, was considered to 
be secure ; and the Baronet's seat was thought to be 
pretty safe on account of his influence iu the place. 
Nevertheless, Thomas Newcome's supporters were 
confident for their champion, and that when the par- 
ties came to the poll, the extreme Liberals of the 
borough would divide their votes between him and 
the fourth candidate, the uncompromising Kadical, 
Mr. Barker. 

In due time the Colonel and his staff arrived at 
Newcome, and resumed the active canvass which they 
had commenced some months previously. CHve was 
not in hia father's suite this time, nor Mr. Warring- 
ton, whose engagements took him elsewhere. The 
lawyer, the editor of the "Independent," and F. B., 
were the Colonel's chief men. His headquarters 
(;vlu»di F. B. liked very well) were at the hotel where 
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we last saw Mm, and whence issuing with his aide-d^ 
camp at hia heela, the Colonel went round to canvsfis 
personally, according to his promise, every free and 
independent elector of the horougli. Barnes too was 
(;anvaasing eagerly on his side, and was most a&bl9 
and active; the two parties would often meet nose to 
nose in the same street, and their retainers exchange 
looks of defiance. With Mr. Potts of the "Inde- 
pendent," a big man, on his left ; with Mr. Frederick, 
a still bigger man on his right ; bis own trusty ban^ 
boo-cane in his hand, before which poor Barnes had 
shrunk abashed ere now, Colonel Kcwcome had com- 
monly the best of these street encounters, and frowned 
his nephew Barnes, and Barnes's staff, off the pavfr 
ment. With the non-electora the Colonel was a de- 
cided favorite; the boys invariably hurrahed him; 
whereas they jeered and uttered ironical cries after 
poor Barnes, asking, " Who beat his wife ? Who 
drove his children to the workhouse ? " and other 
unkind personal questions. The man upon whom 
the libertine Barnes had inflicted so cruel an injury 
in his early days was now the Baronet's bitterest 
enemy. He assailed him with curses and threats 
when they met, and leagued his brother workmen 
against him. The wretched Sir Barnes owned with 
contrition that the sins of his youth pursued him; 
his enemy scoffed at the idea of Barnes's repentance; 
he was not moved at the grief, the punisliment in hia 
own family, the humiliation and remorse which the 
reiieiitant prodigal piteously pleaded. No man waa 
louder in his cries of m^a culpa than Barnes : no man 
proft^s9ed a more edifying repentance. He was bat 
in hand to every black coat, establiahed or dissenting, 
Rplicntance was to his interest, to be sure, but yet 
lei us hope it was sincere. There is some hypocrisy 
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of which one does not like even to entertain the 
thought ; especially that awful falsehood which trades 
with diviae tinth, and takes the name of Heaven in 
vain. 

The "Roebuck Inn," at Newcome, stands in the 
market-place, directly facing the " King's Arms," 
where, as we know, Colonel Newcome and uncom- 
promising toleration held their head-quartera. Im- 
mense banners of blue and yellow floated from every 
■window of the " King's Arms," and decorated the 
balcony from which the Colonel and his assistants 
were in the habit of addressing the multitude. Fid- 
dlers and trumpeters, arrayed in his colors, paraded 
the town and enlivened it with their melodious 
strains. Other trumpeters and fiddlers, bearing the 
true blue cockades and colors of Sir Barnes New- 
come, Bart., would encounter the Colonel's musicians, 
on which occasions of meeting, it is to be feared, 
small harmony was produced. They banged each 
Other with their brazen instruments. The warlike 
drummers thumped each other's beads in lieu of the 
professional sheepskin. The town-boys and street 
blackguards rejoiced in these combats, and exhibited 
their valor on one side or the other. The Colonel 
had to pay a long bill for broken brass, when he set- 
tled the little accounts of the election- 

Jn after-times F. B. was pleased to describe the 
circumstances of a contest in which he bore a most 
distinguished part. It was F. B.'s opinion that his 
private eloquence brought over many waverers to the 
Colonel's side, and converted numbers of the be- 
nighted followers of Sir Barnes Newcome. Bayham's 
voice was indeed magnificent, and could be heai'd 
from the "King's Arms" balcony above the shout 
and roar of the multitude, the gongs and bugles of 
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the opposition bands. He was untiring in his oratory 
— undaunted in the presence of the crowds below. 
He was immenBely popular, F. B, Whether he laid 
his haud ui>on his broad chest, took off his hat and 
waved it, or pressed his blue and yellow ribbons to 
his bosom, the crowd shouted, " Hurrah ! silence ! 
bravo ! Bayham forever ! " " They would have car- 
ried me iu triumph," said F. B. ; "if I had but tha 
necessary qualification, I might be Member for Xew- 
come this day or any other I chose." 

1 am afraid, in his conduct of the Colonel's election, 
Mr, Bayham resorted to acts of which his principal 
certainly would disapprove, and engaged auxiliaries 
whose alliance was scarcely creditable. Whose was 
the hand which fiung the potato which struck Sir 
Barnes Newcome, Bart., on the nose as he was ha^ 
ranguing the jieople from the " Roebuck " ? How 
came it that whenever Sir Barnes and his frienda 
essayed to speak, such an awful yelling and groan- 
ing took place in the crowd below, that the words of 
those fteble orators were inaudible ? Who smashed 
all the front windows of the " Koebuck " ? Colonel 
Kewcome had not words to express his indignation 
at proceedings so unf^r. When Sir Bamee and his 
staff were hustled in the market-place and most out- 
rageously shoved, jeered, and jolted, the Colonel from 
the " King's Arms " organized a rapid sally, which 
he himself beaded with his bamboo-cane ; cut oat 
Sir Barnes and his followers from the hands of the 
mob, and addressed those ruffians in a noble speech, 
of which the bamboo-cane — Englishman — shame — 
fair-play, were the most emphatic expressions. The 
mob cheered Old Tom, as they ealled him — they 
made way for Sir Barnes, who shrunk pale and shad- 
deriug back into his hotel again — who always per- 
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sisted in snying that that old TJIlain of a dragoon had 
planned both the assault and the rescue. 

"When the drega of the people — the 6cum of the 
rabble, sir, banded together by the myrmidons of Sir 
Barnes Newcome, attacked us at the ' King's Arms,* 
and smashed ninety-sis pounds' worth of glass at one 
volley, besides knocking off the gold unicorn's head 
and the tail of the British lion ; it was fine, sir," F. 
B. said, " to see how the Colonel came forward, and 
the coolness of the old boy in the midst of the action. 
He stood there in front, sir, with his old hat off, never 
BO much as once bobbing his old head, and I think he 
spoke rather better under fire tban he did when there 
was no danger. Between ourselves, he ain't much of 
a speaker, the old Colonel ; he hems and hahs, and 
repeats himself a good deal. He has n't the gift of 
natural eloquence which some men have, Peudennis, 
You should have heard my speech, sir, on the Thurs- 
day in the Tovm Hall — that was something like a. 
speech. Potts was jealous of it, and always reported 
me most shamefully," 

In spite of his respectful behavior to the gentlemen 
in black coats, his soup-tickets and hta flannel tickets, 
his own pathetic lectures and his sedulous attendance 
at other folks' sermons, poor Barnes could not keep up 
his credit with the serious interest at Newcome, and 
the meeting-houses and their respective pastors and 
frequenters turned their backs upon him. The case 
against him was too flagrant : his enemy, the factory- 
man, worked it with an extraordinary skill, malice, 
and pertinacity. Not a single man, woman, or child 
in Newcome but was made acquainted with Sir 
Barnes's early peccadillo. Ribald ballads were 
howled through the streets describing his sin, and 
his deserved ponishment. For very shame, the rer- 
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erend dissenting gentlemen were obliged to refrajii 
from voting for liim ; such as ventured, believing ia 
the sincerity of his repentance, to give liim tbeie 
voices, were yelled away from the polling-places. A 
very great number who would have beeu hia Mends, 
were compelled to bow to decency and public opinion, 
and supported the ColoueL ■ 

Hooted away from the hustings and the public 
places whence the rival candidates addressed the free 
and independent electors, this wretched and perse- 
cuted Sir Bames invited his friends and supporters 
to meet him at the "Athenseum Room" — scene of 
his previous eloquent performances. But though this 
apartment was defended by tickets, the people burst 
into it; and Nemesis, in the shape of the persevering 
factory-man, appeared before the scared Sir Barnes 
and his puzzled committee. The man stood up and 
bearded the pale Baronet He had a good cause, and 
was in truth a far better master of debate than our 
banking friend, being a great speaker amongst bis 
brother operatives, by whom political questions ars 
discussed, and the conduct of political men examined, 
with a ceaseless interest and with an ardor and elo- 
quence which are often nnknoivn in what is called 
superior society. This man and his friends round 
about him fiercely silenced the clamor of " turn him 
out," with which his first appearance was assailed by 
Sir Barnes's hangers-on. He said, in the name of 
justice he would speak up; if they were fathers of 
families, and loved their wives and daughters, he 
dared them to refuse him a hearing. Did they lore 
their wives and their children ? it waB a. shame that 
they should take such a man aa that yonder for their 
representative in Parliament. But the greatest aensa* 
tion he made was when in the middle of his speecli, 
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after inveighing against Barnes's cruelty and paren- 
tal ingratitude, lie aaked, " Where were Barnes's chil- 
dren ? " and actually thrust forward two, to the 
amazement of the committee and the ghastly aston- 
iahment of the guilty Baronet himself. 

"Look at them," says the man: "they are almost 
in rags, they have to put up with scanty and hard 
food; contrast them with his other children, whom 
you see lording it in gilt carriages, robed in purple 
and fine linen, and scattering mud from their wheels 
over as humble people as we walk the streets ; igno- 
rance and starvation is good enough for these, for 
those others nothing can be too fine or too dear. What 
can a factory-girl expect from such a fine high-bred, 
white-handed aristocratic gentleman as Sir Barnea 
Newcome, Baronet, but to be cajoled, and seduced, 
and deserted, and left to starve I When she haa 
served my lord's pleasure, her natural fate is to be 
turned into the street ; let her go and rot there, and 
her children beg in the gutter." 

" This is the most shameful imposture," gasps out 
Sir Barnes ; " these children are not — are not — " 

The man interrupted him with a bitter laugh. 
"No," says he, "they are not his; that's true 
enough, friends. It's Tom Martin's girl and boy, a 
precious pair of lazy little scamps. But, at first, he 
thought they were his children. See how much he 
knows about them I He has n't seen his children for 
years ; he would have left them and their mother to 
starve, and did, but for shame and fear. The old 
man, his father, pensioned them, and he has n't the 
heart to stop their wages now. Men of Newcome, 
will you have this man to represent you in Parlia- 
ment ? " And the crowd roared out " No ; " and 
Barnes and his shamefaced committee slunk out of 
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tlxe place, and no wonder the dissenting clerical 
gentlemen were shy of voting for him. 

A brilliant and picturesque diversion in Colonel 
Newcome's favor was due to the inventive genius of 
his faitlifnl aide-de-camp, F. B. On the polling-day, 
as the carriages full of voters came up to the markets 
place, there appeared nigh to the booths an open ba- 
tDQche, covered all over with ribbon, and containing 
Frederick Bayham, Esq., profusely decorated with th« 
Colonel's colors, and a very old woman and her female 
attendant, who were similarly ornamented. It waa 
good old Mrs. Mason, who was pleased with the drive 
and the sunshine, though she scarcely understood the 
meaning of the turmoil, with her maid by her side, d^ 
lighted to wear such ribbons, and alt in such a post of 
honor. Rising up in the carriage, F. B. took off his 
hat, bade his men of brass be silent, who were accus- 
tomed to bray "See the Conquering Hero comes," 
whenever the Colonel, or Mr. Bayham, his brilliant 
aide^trcamp, made their appearance; — bidding, w» ' 
say, the musicians and the universe to be silent, F. B. 
rose, and maile the citizens of Xewcome a splendid 
speech. Good old unconscious Mrs. Mason waa the 
theme of it, and the Colonel's virtues and faithful 
gratitude in tending her. " She was his father's old 
friend. She was Sir Barnes Newcome's grandfather's 
old friend. She had lived for more than forty years 
at Sir Barnes Xewcome's door, and how often had he 
been to see her ? Did he go every week ? No. 
Every mouth? No. Every year? No. Never in 
the whole course of his life had he set his foot into 
her dooral" (Loud yells, and cries of " Shame 1") 
"Never had he done her one single act of kindness. 
Whereas for years and years past, when he was away 
in India, heroically fighting the battles of his country. 
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when he was distinguishing himself at Assaye, and 
— and — Mulligatawny and Seringapatam, in the 
hottest of the fight and the fiercest of the danger, in 
the most terrible moment of the conflict and the 
crowning glory of the victory, the good, the brave, 
the kind old Colonel — why should he say Colonel ? 
why should he not say Old Tom at once ? " (immense 
roars of applause) "always remembered his dear old 
nurse and friend. Look at that shawl, boys, that Hhe 
has got on I My belief is that Colonel Newcome took 
that shawl in single combat, and on horseback, from 
the prime minister of Tippoo Saib." (Immense cheers 
and cries of "Bravo, Bayham!") "Look at that 
brooch the dear old thing wears I " (he kissed her 
hand whilst so apostrophizing her.) "Tom Newcome 
never brags about his military achievements, he is the 
most modest as well as the bravest man in the world. 
What if I were to tell you that he cut that brooch 
from the throat of an Indian rajah ? He 'a man 
enough to do it." ("He is! he ist" from all parts 
of the crowd.) " What, you want to take the horses 
out do you ? " (to the crowd, who were removing those 
quadrupeds.) " I ain't agoing to prevent you ; I ex- 
pected aa much of you. Men of Keweome, I expected 
as much of you, for I know you ! Sit still, old lady ; 
don't be frightened. Ma'am, they are only going to 
pull you to the ' King's Aims,' and show you to the 
Colonel." 

This, indeed, was the direction in which the mob 
(whether inflamed by spontaneous enthusiasm, or ex- 
cited by cunning agents placed amongst the populace 
by F. B., I cannot say) now took the liarouche and its 
three occupants. With a myriad roar and shout the 
carriage was dragged up in front of the " King's 
Arms," fiom the balconies of which a most satisfao- 
TOt. XV.— 18 
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tory MCOUQt of the polling was already placarded. 
The extra, nuisfi and sboutiug brought out the Ouloael, 
who looked at first vith curiosity at the advancing 
procesaiou, and then, aa he caught sight of Sarah 
MasoD, with a blush ajid a bow of his kind old head. 

" Look at hijn, boys ! " cried the enraptured F. B-, 
pointing up to the old man. " Look at him ; the dear 
old boy ! Is n't he an old trump ? which will you 
have for youi Member, Barnes Newcome or Old 
Tom?" 

And as might be supposed, an immense shout of 
"Old Tom!" arose from the multitude; in the midst 
of which, blushing and bowing still, the Colonel went 
back to his committee-room : and the bands played 
"See the Conquering Hero" louder than ever; and 
poor Barnes in the coarse of his duty having to com6 
out upon his balcony at the " Eoebuck " opposite, wsw 
saluted with a yell as vociferous as the cheer for the 
Colonel had been; and old Mrs. Mason asked what 
the noise was about ; aud after making several vain 
efforts, in dumb show, to the crowd, Barnes slunk 
back into his hole again as pale as the turnip which 
was flung at hia head ; and the horses were brought, 
and Mrs. I^Iason driven home ; and the day of election 
came to an end. 

Reasons of personal gratitude, as we have stated al- 
ready, prevented his Highness the Prince da MontcoiH 
tour from taking a part in this faniOy contest- Hia 
brethren of the House of Higg. however, very much 
to Florae's gratification, gave their second votes to 
Colonel Newcome, carrying with them a very great 
number of electors : we know that in the present Par- 
liament, Mr. Higg and Mr. Buuce sit for the Borough 
of Newcome. Having had monetary transactjona 
with Sir Barnes Newcome, and entered largely into 
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railway speculations with him, th^ Messrs. Higg had 
found reason to quarrel with the Baronet; accuse hini 
of sharp practices to the present day, and have long 
stories to tell which do not concern ua about Sir 
Barnes's stratagems, grasping, and extortioa. They 
and theii following, deserting Sir Barnes, whom they 
had supported in previous elections, voted for the 
Colonel, although some of the opinious of that gentle- 
man were rather too extreme for such sober persons. 
Not exactly knowing what his politics w^re when 
he commenced the canvass, I can't say to what opin- 
ions the poor Colonel did not find himself committed by 
the time when the election was over. The worthy gen- 
tleman felt himself not a little humiliated by what he 
had to say and to.unsay, by having to answer questions, 
to submit to familiarities, to shake hands, which, to say 
truth, he did not eare for grasping at all. His Iiabits 
were aristocratic ; his education had been militai'y ; 
the kindest and simplest soul alive, he yet disliked 
all familiarity, and expected from common people the 
sort of deference which he had received from his men 
in the regiment. The contest saddened and mortified 
him ; he felt that he was using wrong means to obtain 
an end that perhaps was not right (for so his secret 
conscience must have told him) ; he was derogating 
from hia own honor in tampering with political opin- 
ions, submitting to familiarities, condescending to 
stand by whilst his agents solicited vulgar suffrages 
or uttered claptraps about retrenchment and reform. 
"1 felt I was wrong," he said to me in after days, 
"though /was too proud to own my error in those 
times, and you and your good wife and my boy were 
right in protesting against that mad election." In- 
deed, though we little knew what events were speedily 
to happen, Laura and I felt very little satisfaction when 
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the result of the Sewcome election was made known 
to us, and we found Sir Barnes Newcome third, and 
Col. Thomas Newcomo second upon the poll. 

Ethel was absent with her children at Brighton. 
She was glad, she wrote, not to have been at home 
during the election. Mr. and Mrs. C. were at Brighton, 
too. Ethel had seen Mrs. C. and her child once or 
twice. It was a very fine child. "My brotlier cama 
down to us," she wrote, " after all was over. He is 
furious against M. de Montcontour, who, he says, per- 
suaded the \Vhiga to vote against himj and turned the 
election." 
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CHAPTEE XX- 

CHILTEBN HUNDREDS. 

We shall say no more regarding Thomas New- 
come's political doings ; his speeches against Barnes, 
and the Baronet's replies. The nephew was beaten 
by his stout old uncle. 

In due time the '' Gazette " announced that Thomas 
Newcome, Esq., was returned as one of the Members 
of Parliament for the borough of Kewcome ; and after 
triumphant dinners, speeches, and rejoicings, the 
Member came back to his family in London, and to his 
affairs in that city. 

The good Colonel appeared to be by no means elated 
by his victory. He would not allow that he was 
wrong in engaging in that family war, of which we 
have just seen the issue ; though it may be that his 
secret remorse on this account in part occasioned his 
disquiet. But there were other reasons, which his 
family not long afterwards came to understand, for 
the gloom and low spirits which now oppressed the 
head of their home. 

It was observed (that is, if simple little Bosey took 
the trouble to observe), that the entertainments at the 
Colonel's mansion were more frequent and splendid 
even than before ; the silver cocoa-nut tree was con- 
stantly in requisition, and around it were assembled 
many new guests, who had not formerly been used to 
sit under those branches. Mr. Sherrick and his wife 
appeared at those parties, at which the proprietor of 
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Lady Wliittleaea's chapel made Mmaelf perfectly 
familiar. Sherrick cut jokes with the master of the 
houae, which the latter received with a very grave 
ftcquieseenee ; he ordered the servanta about, address- 
ing the butler as " Old Corkscrew," and bidding tlie 
footmaa, whom he loved to call by hia Christian-name, 
to " look alive." He oalled the Colonel *' Kewcome," 
sometimes, aud facetioufily speculated upon the degree 
of reUtiooship subsisting between them now that hia 
daughter was married to dive's uncle, the Colonel's 
brotlier-in-Iaw. Though I dare say Clive did not much 
relish receiving news of his aunt, Sherrick was sure 
to bring such intelligence when it reached him ; and 
auiouiioed, in due time, the birth of a little cousin at 
Bogglywailah whom the fond parents designed to 
name "Thomas Newcome Honeyman." 

A dreadful panic and ghastly terror seized poor 
Clive on an occasion which he described to me after- 
wards. Going out from home one day with his 
father, he beheld a wine-mercha.nt's cart, from which 
iiampers were carried down the area gate into the 
lower regions of Colonel Newcomrt hoose. * Sliei^ 
rick & Co., Wiue-^erchants, Walpole Street^" "waa 
painted upon the vehicle. 

" Good heavens ! sir, do you get yonr wine from 
him ? " Clive cried out to his father, remembering 
Houeyman's provisions in early times. The Colonel, 
looking very gloomy and turning red, said, " Tea, he 
bought wine from Sherrick, who had been very good- 
natured and servioeable; and who — and who,, you 
know, is our connection now." When ioformed of 
the circumstance by Clive, I too, as I confess, thought 
the incident alarming. 

Then Clive, with a laugh, told me of a grand battle 
which had taken place in coosequenoe of Urs. Uao- 
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kenzie's behavior to the wine-merchant's wife. The 
Campaigner had treated this very kind and harmless, 
but vulgar woman, with extreme hauteur — had 
talked loud during her singing — the beauty of which, 
to say truth, time had considerably impaired — had 
made contemptuous observations regarding her upon 
more than one occasion. At length the Colonel broke 
out in great wrath against Mrs. Mackenzie — bade 
her to respect that lady as oue of his guests — and, 
if she did not like the company which assembled at 
his house, hinted to her that there were many thou- 
sand other houses in London where she oould find a 
lodging. For the sake of her child, and her adored 
grandchild, the Campaigner took no notice of this 
hint ; and declined to remove from the quarters which 
she had occupied ever since she had become a grand- 
mamma. 

I myself dined once or twice with my old friends, 
under the shadow of the pickle-bearing cocoa-nut tree ; 
and could not but remark a change of personages ia 
the society assembled. The manager of the City 
branch of the B. E. C. was always present — an omi- 
nous-looking man, whose whispers and compliments 
seemed to make poor Clive, at his end of the table, 
very melancholy. With the City manager came the 
City manager's friends, whose jokes passed gayly 
round, and who kept the conversation to themselves. 
Once I had the happiness to meet Mr. Katray, who 
had returned, filled with rupees from the Indian 
Bank; who told us many anecdotes of the splendor of 
Rnminun Loll at Calcutta, who complimented the 
Colonel on his fine house and grand dinners with 
sinister good-humor. Those compliments did not 
aeem to please our poor friend; that familiarity 
choked him. A brisk little chattering attorney, very 
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intimate with Sherrick, with a wife of dubious gen- 
tility, was another constant guest. He enlivened 
the table by his jokes, and recounted choice stories 
about the aristocracy, with certain members of whom 
the tittle man seemed very familiar. He knew to a 
shilling how much this lord owed — and how much 
the creditors allowed to that marquis. He had been 
concerned with such and such a nobleman, who was 
now in the Queen's Bench. He spoke of their lord- 
Bhips affably and without their titles — calling upon 
"Louisa, my dear," his wife, to testify to the day 
when Viscount Tagrag dined with them, and Earl 
Bareacres sent them the pheasants. F. B., as sombre 
find downcast as his hosts now seemed to be, informed 
me demurely that the attorney was a member of one 
of the most eminent firms in the City — that he liad 
been engaged in procuring the Colonel's Parliamen- 
tary title for him — and in various important matters 
appertaining to the B- B. C. ; but my knowledge of the 
world and the law was sufficient to make me aware 
that this gentleman belonged to a well-known firm 
of money-lending solicitors, and I trembled to see 
such a person in the home of our good Colonel. 
Where were the generals and the judges ? Where 
were the fogies and their respectable ladies 1 Stupid 
they were, and dull their company, but better a 
stalled ox in their society, than Mr. Campion's jokes 
over Mr. Sherrick's wines. 

After the little rebuke administered by Colonel 
Hewcome, Mrs. Mackenzie abstained from overt hos- 
tilities against any guests of her daughter's father-in- 
law; and contented herself by assuming grand and 
princess-like airs in the company of the new ladies. 
They flattered her and poor little Rosey intensely. 
The latter liked their company no doubt To a man 
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of tlie world looking on, who h^ seen the men and 
morals of many cities, it was curious, almost pathetio, 
to watch that poor little IniioceDt creature, fresh and 
smiling, attired in bright colors and a thousand gew- 
gaws, simpering in the midst of these darkling people 
— practising her little arts and coquetries, with such 
a court round about her. An unconscious little maid, 
with rich and rare gems spai'kling on all her fingers, 
and bright gold rings as many as belonged to the late 
Old Woman of Banbury Cross — still she smiled and 
prattled innocently before these banditti — I thought 
of Zerlina and the Brigands, in " Fra Diavolo." 

Walking away with F. B. from one of these parties 
of the Colonel's, and seriously alarmed at what I had 
observed there, I demanded of Bayuam whether my 
conjectures were not correct, that some misfortune 
overhung our old friend's house ? At first Bayliam 
denied stoutly or pretended ignorance ; but at length, 
having reached the "Haunt" together, which I had 
not visited since I was a married man, we entered 
that place of entei-taiument, arid were greeted by its 
old landhuly and waitress, and accommodated with a 
quiet parlor. And here F. B., after groaning ^aftet 
sighing — after solacing himself with a prodigious 
quantity of bitter beer — ■ fairly burst out, and, with 
tears in his eyes, made a full and sad confession re- 
specting this unlucky Bundlecund Banking Company. 
The shares had been going lower and lower, so that 
there was no sale now for them at all. To meet the 
liabilides the directors must have undergone the great- 
est sacrifices. He did not know — he did not like to 
think what the Colonel's personal losses were. The 
respectable solicitors of the Company hud retired long 
since, after having secured payment of a most respect- 
able bill, and had given place to the firm of dubious 
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law-ageots of 'vrhom I had that ereniog seen a partner. 
How the retiriEg partners from India had been al- 
lowed to withdraw, and to bring fortunes along with 
them, was a mystery to Mr. Frederick Bajham. The 
great Indian millionnair« was in his, F. B.'s eyas, "a 
oonfouiidod old mahogany-colored heathen bombug.'^ 
These fine parties which the Colonel was giring, and 
that fine carriage which was alwaj^ fiatmting alwat 
the Park witli poor lira. Clive and the Campaigner, 
and the nurse and the baby, were, in l'. B.'e opioion, 
all decoys and ehams. He did not mean to say that 
the meeds were not paid, and that the Colonel had to 
plunder for his horse's com; but he knew that Shcr- 
rick, and the attorney, and the manager, insisted upon 
the necessity of giving these parties, and ketping np 
this state and grandeur, and opinod that it was at the 
special instance of these advisers that the Colonel had 
contested the borough for which he was now returned. 
"Do you know how much that contest cost?" asks 
F. B. " The sum, sir, was awful I and we have ever 
80 much of it to pay. I came up twice from Newcome 
myself to Campion and Sherrick about it I betray 
no secrets — F. B,, sir, would die a thousand deaths 
before he would tell the secrets of his benefactor 1 — 
But, Pendennis, you understand a thing or two. Yon 
know what o'clock it is, and so does youra truly, F. B., 
who drinks your health / know the ta£te of Sher- 
rick's wine well enough, F. B., sir, fears the O-reeks 
and all the gifts they bring. Confound his Amontil- 
lado I I had rather drink this honest malt and hops 
all my life than ever see a drop of his abominable 
golden sherry. Golden ? F. B. believes it is golden 
—•and a precious deal dearer than gold too" — and 
herewith, ringing the bell, my friend asked for a seo- 
ond pint of the just-named and cheaper Quid. 
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I have of late had to recoimt portionB oE my dear 
old friend's history which niiiat needs be told, and over 
which the writer does not like to dwell. If Thomas 
Newcome's opulence was unjileasant to deacril>e, and 
to contrast with the bright goodness and simplicity I 
remembered in former days, how much more painful 
is that part of Ma atory to which we are now come, 
perforce, and which the acute readier of novels haa, no 
doubt, long foreaeen. Tea, sir or madam, you are 
quite right in the opinion which you have held all 
along regarding that Bundlecund Banking Company, 
in which our Colonel has invested every rupee he pos- 
seasea, Solvuniur rupees, etc. I disdain, for the most 
part, the tricks and aarprises of the novelist's art. 
Knowing, from the very beginning of our story, what 
was the isane of this Bundlecund Banking concern, I 
have scarce had patience to keep my counsel about it ; 
and whenever I have had occasion to mention the 
company, have scarcely been able to refrain from 
brealdng ont into fierce diatribes against that compli- 
cated, enormoua, outrageous swindle. It was one of 
many sindlar cheats which have been successfully 
practised upon the simple folks, civilian and military, 
who toil and struggle — who fight with sun and 
enemy — who pass years of long exile and gallant 
endurance in the senioe of our empire in India. 
Agency-houses after agency-houses have been estab. 
lished, and have flourished in splendor and magnifi- 
cence, and have paid fabnlona dividends — and have 
enormously enriched two or three wary speculators — 
and then have bnrat in bankruptcy, involving widows 
orphans, and oonntless simple people who trusted their 
all to the keeping of these unworthy treasurers. 

The fajlnre of the Bundlecund Bank which we now 
have to record, w^ one only of many similar schemes 
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ending in ruin. About the time when Thomas New- 
come was chaired as Member of Parliament for tlie 
Itorougli of which he bore the name, the great Indian 
merchant who was at the head of the Bundleimiid 
Banking Company's affairs at Calcutta, suddenly died 
of cholera at his palace at Barrackpore. He had ' 
giving of late a series of the most splendid tanqut 
with which Indian prince ever entertained a Calcuf 
society. The greatest and proudest person^res 
that aristocratic city had attended his feasts. The 
fairest Calcutta beauties bad danced in his halls. Did 
not poor F. B, transfer from the columns of the '^Ben- 
gal Hurkaru" to the "Pall Mall Gazette" the mi 
astounding descriptions of those Asiatic Nights' 
tertainments, of which the very grandest was to ooi 
off on the night when cholera seized Itunimun Loll 
in its grip ? There was to have been a masquerade 
outvying all European masquerades in splendor. The 
two rival queens of Calcutta society were to have 
appeared, each with her coui-t around her. Young 
civilians at the college, and young ensigns fresh 
landed, had gone into awful expenses and borrow) 
money at fearful interest from tlie B. B. C. and othi 
banking companies, in order to appear with befil 
splendor as knights and noblemen of Henrietta Maria^ 
Court (Henrietta Maria, wife of Hastings Hicks, Esqj 
Sudder Dewanee Adawlut), or as princes and warrioi 
surrounding the palanquin of Lallah Rookb (I 
lovely wife of Hon. CornwalHs Bobus, Member 
Council) : all these splendors were there, 
riage after carriage drove up from Calcutta, thf 
were met at Riunmun IjoU's gate by ghastly weepii 
servants, who announced their master's decease. 

On tlie next day the Bank at Calcutta was closei 
and the day after, when heavy biUa were present 
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which must be paid, although by this time Rummuit 
Loll was not only dead but buried, and bis widows 
howling over his grave, it was announced throughout 
Calcutta that but 800 rupees were left in tlio treasury 
of the B. B. C. to meet engagements to the amount of 
four laJdia then immediately due, and sixty days 
afterwards the shutters were closed at No. 175, Loth- 
buiy, the London offices of the B. B. C. of India, and 
£35,000 worth of their bills refused by their agents, 
Messrs. Baines, Jolly & Co., of Fog Court, 

When the accounts of that gliastly bankruptcy 
arrived from Calcutta, it was found, of course, that 
the merchant prince Rununun Loll owed the B. B. C. 
twenty-five lakhs of rupees, the value of which was 
scarcely even represented by hia respectable signature. 
It was found that one of the auditors of the bank, the 
generally esteemed Charley Condor (a capital fellow, 
famous for hia good dinners and for playing low- 
comedy characters at the Chowringhee Theatre), was 
indebted to the bank in £90,000-, and also it was 
discovered that the revered Baptist Bellman, Chief 
Registrar of the Calcutta Tape and Sealing-Wax Oi&ce 
(a most valuable and powerful amateur preacher who 
had converted two natives, and whose serious soirees 
were thronged at Calcutta), had helj^d himself to 
£73,000 more, for which he settled in the Bankruptcy 
Court before he resumed his duties in his own. In jus- 
tice to Mr. Bellman, it must be said that he could have 
had no idea of the catastrophe impending over the 
B, B. C. For only three weeks before that great bank 
closed it doors, Mr. Bellman, as guardian of the chil- 
dren of his widowed sister, Mj^. Colonel Green, had 
sold the whole of the late Colonel's property out of 
Company's paper aud invested it in the bank, which 
gave a high interest, and with billa of which, drawn 
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Upon their London cortespondeuts, he had accommo- 
dated Mrs. Colonel Green wheii she took her departure 
for Europe with her nuiueioua little family on board 
the " Burrampooter." 

And DOW yon have the explanation of the title of 
this chapter, and know wherefora Thomas Ncwcome 
never sat In Parliament. Where are our dear old 
friends now ? Whera are Rosey'a chariots and horses 7 
Where her jewels and gewgaws? Bills are up in the 
fine new house. Swarms of Hebrew gentlemen witll 
their hats on are walking about the drawing-rooms, 
peering into the bedrooms, weighing and poising the 
poor old silyer cocoa-nut tree, eying the plate and 
crystal, thumbing the damask of the curtains, and 
inspecting ottomans, mirrors, and a hundred artiules 
of splendid trumpery. There is Rosey'a boudoir 
which her father-in-law lo^■ed to ornament — there ia 
Clive's studio with a hundred aketchea — there is the 
Colonel's bare room at the top of the house, with bis 
little iron bedstead and ship's drawers, and a camel 
trunk or two which have accompanied him on many 
an Indian march, and his old regulation sword, and 
that one which the native officers of his regiment gave 
1dm when he bade them farewelL I can fancy the 
brokers' faces as they look over this camp wardrob^ 
and that the uniforms will not fetch mnch in }-' " 
well Street. There is the old one still, and that n 
one which he ordered and wore when poor little Roe 
was presented at court. I had not the heart to e 
amine their plunder, and go amongst those wreckers 
F. B. used to attend the sale regularly, and report il 
proceedings to us with eyes full of tears. " A felh 
laughed at me," says F. B., " because when I c 
into the dear old draning-ruom I took my 1 
told IkiiB that if be dared say another word I t 
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knock him down." I think E. B. may be pardoned in 
this instance for emulating the office of auctioneer. 
Where are you, pretty Bosey, and poor little helpless 
Baby? Where are you, dear Clive — gallant young 
friend of my youth ? Ah I it is a sad story — a mel- 
ancholy page to pen I Let its pass it over quickly — ^ 
I love not to think of my friend in pain* 




Aix the trieads of the Xeveome bmiir, of e 
iaew tlie disaster which had faefaHea tbe good 
CcdODfll, and 1 was atrare, fot my own part, thst noC 
0017 his own, bat almost the whole of Bosej X«v- 
eome'a property was iuvolred in the eosunoD raia, i 
Sasae propoeala of temporary relief were made to a 
friends from more quarters than one. but were t 
ftillf rejected; and we were led to hope that I 
Colonel, having Btill his pension eeeored to 
whiefa the lav could not touch, might live eomlortali^' 
eoongh in the retirement to which, of coaiae^ ta 
would betake himself, when the melancholy praxed- 
ings consequent on the baakrupt/?y were brooght to 
an end. It was shown that he had been egregiooBly 
duped in the transaction ; that his credulity had cost 
him and his family a laxge fortune; that he had 
g^ven up every penny which belonged to him; that 
there could not be any sort of stain upon his honest 
repatation. The judge before whom he appeared, 
spoke with feeling and regard of tbe unhappy gentle- 
man; the lawyer who examined him respected the 
grief and fall of that simple old man. Thomas New- 
come took a little room near the court where his 
affairs and the offers of the company were adjudged; 
lived with a frugality which never was difficult to 
him; and once when perchance I met him in the 
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City, avoided me with a bow and courtesy that waa 
quite liumble, though proud and somehow inex- 
pressibly touching to me. Fred Bayhain waa the 
only person whom he admitted. Fred always faith- 
fully insisted upon attending him in and out of court. 
J, J. csune to me immediately after he beard of the 
disuster, eager to place all his savings at the service 
of hia friends. Laura and I came to London and 
were urgent with similiar offers. Our good friend 
declined to soe any of us. F. B,, again, with tears 
trickling on his rough cheeks, and a bveak in his 
voice, told me he feared that affairs must he very bad 
indeed, for the Colonel absolutely denied himself a 
cheroot to smoke. Laura drove to his lodgings and 
took liim a boK, which waa held up to him as he came 
to open the door to my wife's knock by our smiling 
little boy. He \>aXted the child on his golden head 
and kissed him. My wife wished he would have 
done as much for her ; but he would not — though she 
owned she kissed his hand. He drew it across bis 
eyes and thanked her in a very calm and stately 
manner — biit he did not invite her witlun the 
tiireahold of bis door, saying simply, that such a 
room was not a fit place to receive a lady, "aa yo« 
Ought to know very well, Mrs. Smith," be said to tlie 
landlady, who hod accompanied my wife up tto 
stairs. " He will eat scarcely anything," the wosMa 
told us; "his meals come down untouched; kii 
candles are burning all night, almost, as he sits fon^ 
over his papers." "He was bent — he wbo met I* 
walk so uprightly," Laura said. He seeiiMd to ten 
grown many years older, and was, indeed, ^^^ a 
decrepit old man. 

" I am glad they have left dive out of de '^at- 
ruptcy," the Colonel said to Bayhaa ; it -nm iMiB 
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tlie only time when his voice exhibited any emotion. 
"It was very kind of them to leave out Clive, poor 
boy, and I have thanked the lawyers in Court." 
Those gentlemen, and the judge himself, were very 
much moved by this act of gratitude. The judge 
made a very feeling speech to the Colonel when he 
came up for his certificate. He passed very different 
eomnients on the conduct of the Ihlanager of the 
Bank, when that person appeared for examination. 
He wished that the lnw had power to deal with those 
gentlemen who had come home with large fortunes 
from India, realized but a few years before the bank- 
ruptcy. Those gentlemen had known how to take 
care of themselves very well, and as for the Manager, 
is not his wife giving elegant balls at her elegant 
house at Cheltenham at this very day ? 

What weighed most upon the Colonel's mind, F. B. 
imagined, was the thought that he had been the 
means of inducing many poor friends to embark their 
money in this luckless speculation. Take J. J.'a 
money after he had persuaded old Ridley to place 
£2W in Indian shares 1 Good God, he and his fam- 
ily ahoulii rather perish than he would touch a farth- 
ing of it ! Many tierce words were uttered to him by 
Mrs. Mackenzie, for instance ; by her angry son-in-lair 
at Musselburgh — Josey's husband; by Mr. Smee* 
K. A., and two or three Indian officers, friends of Mb 
own, who had entered into the speculation on his 
recommendation. These rebukes Thomas Ifewcome 
bore with an afFecting meekness, as his faithful F. B. 
described to me, striving with many oaths and much 
loudness to carry off his own emotion. But what 
moved the Colonel most of all, was a letter which 
came at this time from Honeyman in India, saying 
that he was doing well — that of course be knew of 



THE NEWCOME& 291 

his benefactor's misfortune, and that he sent a 
remittance which, D. V., should be annual, in pay- 
ment of his debt to the Colonel, and his good sister at 
Brighton. "On receipt of this letter," said F. B., 
''the old man was fairly beat — the letter, with the 
bill in it dropped out of his hands. He clasped them 
both together, shaking in every limb, and his head 
dropped down on his breast as he said, ' I thank my 
Grod Almighty for this ! ' and he sent the check off 
to Miss Honeyman by the post that night, sir, every 
shilling of it ; and he passed his old arm under mine ; 
and we went out to Tom's Coffee House, and he ate 
some dinner for the first time for ever so long, and 
drank a couple of glasses of port wine, and E. B. stood 
it, sir, and would stand his heart's blood for that 
dear old boy.'* 

It was on a Monday morning that those melancholy 
shutters were seen over the offices of the Bundlecund 
Bank in Lothbury, which were not to come down un- 
til the rooms were handed over to some other, and, let 
us trust, more fortunate speculators. The Indian bills 
had arrived, and been protested in the City on the 
previous Saturday. The Campaigner and Mrs. Eosey 
had arranged a little party to the theatre that evening, 
and the gallant Captain Ooby had agreed to quit the 
delights of the " Flag Club," in order to accompany 
the ladies. Neither of them knew what was happen- 
ing in the City, or could account, otherwise than by 
the common domestic causes, for Clive's gloomy 
despondency and his father's sad reserve. Clive had 
not been in the City on this day. He had spent it, 
as usual, in his studio, baud^ by his wife, and not dis- 
turbed by the mess-room raillery of the Campaigner. 
They dined early, in order to be in time for the 
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theatre. Goby entertained them with the latest jokes 
from tlie Bmokiog-room at the " Flag," and was in his 
turn amused by the brilliaut plans for the seasoa 
vhich Bosey and her mamma sketched out — the en- 
tertainmeuts which Mrs, Clive proposed to give, the 
hall — she was dying for a masked ball — just such a 
one as that described in the " Pall Mall Gazette '* of 
last week, out of that paper with the droll title, the 
"Bengal Hurkaru," which the* merchant prince, the 
head of the bank, you know, in India, had given at 
Calcutta. " We must have a ball, too," says Mrs. 
Mackenzie, " society demands it of you." " Of course 
it does," echoes Captain Goby ; and he bethought him 
of a brilliant circle of young fellows from the " Flag," 
whom he would bring in splendid uniform to dance 
with the pretty Mrs. Clive Newcome. 

After the dinner, they little knew it was to be their 
last in that fine house, the ladies retired to give a 
parting kiss to baby — a parting look to the toilettes, 
with which they proposed to fascinate the inhabitants 
of the pit and public boxes at the OtJ^npic. Goby- 
made vigorous play with the claret-bottle during the 
brief interval of potation allowed to him ; he, too, little 
deeming that he should never drink bumper there 
again ; Clive looking on with the melancholy and silent 
acquiescence which had, of late, been his part in the 
household. The carriage was announced — the ladies 
r-ame down — pretty capotes on — the lovely Cam- 
paigner, Goby vowed, looking as young and as haud- 
Bome as her daughter, by Jove, — and the hall-tloor 
was opened to admit the two gentlemen and ladies to 
their carriage, when, as they were about to step in, a 
Hansom cab drove up rapidly, in which was perceived 
Thomas Neweome's anxious face. He got out of the 
vehicle — hia own carriage making way for him — th« 
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kdiea still on the steps. " Oh, the play I I forgot," 
said the Colonel. 

" Of course we are going to the play, Papa," cries 
little Itosey, with a gay little tap of her hand. 

" I think yoQ had best not," Colonel Neweome said 
gravely, 

" Indeed my daxling child has set lier heart upon it, 
and I woold not have her disappointed for the world 
in her situation," cries the Campaigner, tossing up 
her head. 

The Colonel for reply bade his coachman drive to 
the stables, and come for further orders ; and, turning 
to his daughter's guest, expressed to Citptain Goby his 
regret that the proposed party could not take place ou 
that evening, as he had matter of very great impor- 
tance to commnnicate to his family. On hearing 
these news, and nnderstanding that his fiirtJiPr com- 
pany was not desirable, the Captain, a man of great 
presence of mind, arrested the Hansom cabman, who 
waa about to take his depcirture, and who blithely, 
knowing the club and its inmates full well, carried 
off the jolly Captain to finish his evening at the 
"Flag." 

*' Has it come, Father ? " said Clive with a sure 
prescience, looking in his father's face. 

The father took and grasjted the hand which hia 
aon held out. " Let us go back into the dining-room," 
he said. They entered it, and he filled himself a glass 
of wine out of the bottle still standing amidst the 
dessert. He bade the butler retire, who was lingering 
about the room and sideboard, and only wanted to 
know whether his master would have dinner, that was 
alL And, this gentleman having withdrawn. Colonel 
Newcome finished his glass of sherry and broke a bis- 
cuit j the Campaigner assuming an attitude of surprise 
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and iodignatioii, whilst Kosey hud leisure to remark 
that papa looked very ill, aad that Bomethitig most 
have happened. 

The Colonel took both her hands and drew her 
towards him and kissed her, whilst Kosey's TiinniTna , 
flouuoiug down ou a chair, beat a tattoo upon the 
table-cloth with her fan. " Something has happened^ 
my love," the Colonel said very aadly ; " you most 
show all your strength of mind, for a great misfortune 
haa befallen us." 

" Good heavens, Colonel, what is it ? don't frighten 
my beloved child," cries the Campaigner, rushing 
towards her darling, and enveloping her in her robust 
arms. "What can have happened ? don't agitate this 
darling child, sir," and she looked indignantly towards 
the poor Colonel. 

'■ We have received the very worst news from Cal- 
cutta — a confirmation of the news by the last mail, 
Clivy my boy," 

" It is no news to me. I have always been expect- 
ing it. Father," says Clive, holding down his head. 

■'Expecting what? VThixt have you been keeping 
back from us ? In what have you been deceiving as, 
Colonel Newcome?" shrieks the Campaigner; and 
Eosey, crying out, " Oh, Mamma, Mamma ! " begins 
to whimper. 

"The chief of the bank in India is dead," the 
Colonel went on. " He has left its affairs in worse 
than disorder. We are, I fear, mined, Mrs. Kao- 
kenzie." And the Colonel went on to tell how the 
bank could not open on Monday morning, and its bills 
to a great amount had already been protested in the 
City that day. 

Kosey did not understand half these news, or com- 
prehend the calamity which was to foUow ; but Mrs. 
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Mackenzie, rustling in great wrath, made a speech, of 
which the anger gathered as she proceeded : in which 
she vowed and protested that her money which the 
Colonel, she did not know from what motives, had in- 
duced her to subscribe, should not be sacrificed, and 
that have it she would, the bank shut or not, the next 
Monday morning — that her daughter had a fortune 
of her own which her poor dear brother James should 
have divided, and would have divided much more 
fairly, had he not been wrongly influenced — she 
would not say by whom, and she commanded Colonel 
Newcome upon that instant, if he was as he always 
pretended, to be, an honorable man, to give an account 
of her blessed darling's property, and to pay back her 
own, every sixpence of it : she would not lend it for 
an hour longer. And to see that that dear blessed 
child now sleeping unconsciously up stairs, and his 
dear brothers and sisters who might follow — for 
Rosey was a young woman, a poor innocent creature, 
too young to be married, and never would have been 
married had she listened to her mamma's advice — 
she demanded that baby, and all succeeding babies, 
should have their rights, and should be looked to by 
their grandmother, if their father's father was so un- 
kind, and so wicked, and so unnatural, as to give their 
money to rogues and deprive them of their just bread. 
Eosey began to cry more loudly than ever during 
the utterance of mamma's sermon, so loudly that 
Clive peevishly cried out "Hold your tongue;" on 
which the Campaigner, clutching her daughter to her 
breast again, turned on her son-in-law, and abused 
him as she had abused his father before him, calling 
out that they were both in a conspiracy to defraud her 
child, and the little darling up stairs, of its bread, and 
she would speak, yes, she would, and no power should 



prevent her, and her money she would have on ] 
day, as sure ae her poor dear husband, Captain ; 
kenzie, was dead, and she never would have 
cheated so, yes, cheated, if he had been alive. 

At tlie word "cheated" CUve broke out with an 
execration — the poor Colonel with a groan of duspi 

— the widow's storm continued, and above that hm 
lug tempest of words rose Mrs. Clive's piping screaf 
who went ofE into downright hysterica at last, I 
which she was encouraged by her mother, and ' 
which she gasped out frantic ejaculations regard 
baby; dear, darling, ruined baby, and so forth. 

The sorrow-stricken Colonel had to quell 
women's tongues and shrill anger, and his i 
wrathful replies, who could not bear the weight i 
Mrs. Mackenzie upon him ; and it was not until thaj 
three were allayed, that Thomas Newcome wae i 
to continue his sad story, to explain wliat had 1 
pened, and what the actual state of the ca^e was, i 
to oblige the terror-stricken women at length to hear 
something like reason. 

He then had to tell them, to their dismay, that 1 
would inevitably be declared a bankrupt in 
ing week; that the whole of his property in 1 
bouse, as elsewhere, would be seized and sold for b 
creditors' benefit ; and that his daughter had best ij 
mecliately leave a home where she would be c 
auhject to humiliation and annoyance. "X wouj 
have Clive, my boy, take you out of the country, a 

— and return to me when I have need of him, i 
shall send for him," the father said fondly in reply f 
a rebellious look in his son's face. " I would 1 
yon quit this house as soon as possible. Why ] 
to-night ? The law bloodhounds may be upnn ua ( 
an hour is over — at this moment for what I knov.^ 
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At that moment the door-bell was heard to ring, and 
the women gave a scream apiece, as it' the bailitfa 
were actually coming to take possession. Rosey went 
off in quite a series of screams, peevishly repressed by 
her husband, and always encouraged by mamma, who 
called her son-in-law an unfeeling wretch. It muali 
be confessed that Mrs, Olive Newcomo did not exhibit 
much strength of mind, or comfort her husband much 
at a moment when he needed consolation. 

From angry rebellion and fierce remonatranee, thia 
pair of women now passed to an extreme terror and 
desiie for instantaneous flight. They would go that 
moment — they would wrap that blessed child up in 
its shawls — and nurse should take it anywhere — any- 
where, poor neglected thing. " My trunks," cries Mrs- 
Mackenzie, " you know are ready packed — I am sure 
it is not the treatment which I have received — it is 
nothing but my duty and my religion — and the protec- 
tion which I owe to this blessed unprotected yes, ttnpro' 
tected, and robbed, and cheated, darling child — which 
have made me stay a single day in this house. I never 
thought I should have been robbed in it, or my darl- 
ings with their fine fortunes flung naked on the world. 
If my Mac was here, you never had dared to have done 
this, Colonel Newcorao — no, never. He had his faults 
— Mackenzie had — but he would never have robbed 
his own ohildien ! Come away, Rosey my blessed 
love, come let us pack your things, and let us go and 
hida our heads in sorrow somewhere. Ah ! did n't I 
tell you to beware of all patnteri, and that Clarence 
was a true gentleman, and loved you with all his hear^ 
and would never have cheated you out of your money, 
for which I will have justice aa sure as there is justice 
in England." 

During this outburst the Colonel sat utterly scared 



I 



298 TEE NEWCOMES. 

and aOent, Bupporting hie poor head between his 
bands. When the harem had departed he turned 
sadly to his Bon. Olive did not believe that his 
father was a cheat and a ro^e. No, thank God ! The 
two men embraced with tender cordiality and almost 
happy emotion on the one side and the other. Never 
for one moment could Clive think his dear old father 
meant wrong, though the speculations were unfortunate 
in which he had engaged — though Clive had not liked 
them ; it was a relief to his mind that they were now 
come to an end ; they should all be happier now, 
thank God ! those clouds of distrust being removed. 
Clive felt not one moment's doubt but that they should 
be able to meet fortune with a brave face ; and that 
happier, much happier days were in store for him than 
ever they had known since the period of this con- 
founded prosperity. 

"Here's a good end to it," says Clive with flasbiag 
eyes and a flushed face, " and here 's a good health 
till to-morrow, Father I '' and he filled into two glasses 
the wine still remaining in the flask. " Good-by to 
our fortune, aud bad luck go with her — I puff the 
prostitute away — 'Si eeleres quatit pennas,' you re- 
member what we used to say at Grey Friars — ' reaigno 
qusB dedit, et mea virtute me involvo, probamque 
pauperiem sine dote quaero.' " And he pledged hia 
father, who drank his wine, his hand shaking as ha 
raised the glass to his lips, and his kind voice trem- 
bling as he uttered the well-known old school words, 
with an emotion that was as sacred as a prayer. 
Once more, and with hearts full of love, the two mea 
embraced. Olive's voice would tremble now if he told 
the Btory as it did when he spoke to me in happier 
times, one calm summer evening when we sat together 
and talked of dear old days. 
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Thomas Neweome explained to his son the plaa 
which, to hia mind, as be came away from the City 
after the day's misfortunes, he thought it was best to 
pursue. The women and the child were clearly best 
out of the way. " And you too, my boy, must be on 
duty with them until I send for you, whicli I will do 
if your presence can be of tlie least service to me, or 
is called for by — by — our honor," said the old man 
with a drop in his voice. " You must ol>ey me in this, 
dear Clive, as you have done in everything, and been 
a good and dear, and obedient son to me. (jod pardon 
me for having trusted to my own simple old brains 
too much, and not to you who know so much better. 
You will obey me this once more, my boy — you will 
promise me this ? " and the old man as he spoke took 
Clive's hand in Iwth his, and fondly caressed it. 

Then with a shaking hand he took out o£ his pocket 
his old purse with the steel rings, which he had worn 
for many and many a long year. Clive remembered 
it, and his father's face how it would beam with de- 
light, when he used to take that very purse out in 
Clive's boyish days and tip him juat after he left 
school. "Here are some notes and some gold," he 
said. " It is Kosey's, honestly, Clive dear, her half- 
year's dividend for which you wdl give an order, 
please, to Sherrick, He has been very kind and good, 
Sherrick. All the servants were providentially paid 
last week — there are only the outstanding week's 
bills out — we shall manage to meet those I dare say. 
And you will see that Hosey only takes away such 
clothes for herself and her baby as are actually 
necessary, won't yon, dear? the plain things, you 
know — none of the fineries — theymay bepackedina 
petaca or two, and you will take them with you — but 
the pomps and vanities, you know, we will leave behind 
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— the pearls and bracelets, and the plate, and all tfaat 
rubbish — and 1 will makB an inventory of them to-mor- 
row when you are gone and give them up, every rupee's 
worth, sir, every anna, by Jove, to the creditors." 

The diirkness had fallen by this time, and the ofaee- 
quious butler entered to light the dining-room lamp*. 
"You have been a very good and kind servant to ua, 
Martin," says the Colonel, making him a low bow. 
« I should like to shake you by the baud. We must 
port company now, and I have no doubt you and your 
fellow-servants will find good places, all of you, ss 
you merit, Martin — aa you merit. Great losses 
have fallen upon our family — we are ruined, sir — 
we are ruined 1 The great Bun'Ueeund Banking Com- 
pany has stopped payment in ludta, and our branch 
here must stop on Monday. Thank my friends down 
stairs for their kindness to me and my family." Mar- 
tin bowed in silence with great resjiect. He and his 
Domrades in the aervants'-hall had been expecting this 
oatastrophe, quite as long as the Colonel hiiuself, who 
thought he had kept his affairs so profoundly secret. 

Clive went up into his women's apartments, looking 
with but little regret, I dare say, round those chear- 
less nuptial chambers with all tlieir gaudy fittings; 
the fine looking-glasses, in which poor Kosey's littia 
person had been reflected ; the silken curtains under 
which he had lain by the poor cliild's side, wakeful 
and lonely. Here he found his child's nurse, and his 
wife, and his wife's mother, busily engaged with a 
multiplicity of hoses; with flounces, feathers, fal-lala, 
and finery which they were stowing away in this trunk 
and that ; while the baby lay on its little pink pillow 
breathing softly, a little pearly fist placed close to ita 
mouth. The aspect of the tawdry vanities scattered 
here and there chafed and annoyed the young man. 
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He kicked the robes over with hia foot Whea Mrs. 
Mwkenzie interposeil with loud ejaculations, he sternly 
bade her to be silent, and not wake the child. His 
words were not to be questioned when he spoke in 
that manner. " You will take nothing with you, 
Rosey, but what is strictly necessary — only two or 
three of your phiinest dresses, and what is required 
for the boy. What is in this trunk ? " Mrs. Mac- 
kenzie stepped forward and declared, and the nurse 
TOwed upon her honor, and the lady's-maid asserted 
really now upon her honor too, that there was nothing 
but what was most strictly necessary in that trunk, to 
which affidavits, when Clive applied to his wife, she 
gave a rather timid assent, 

" Where are the keys of that trunk ? " Upon Mrs. 
Mackenzie's exclamation of " What nonsense I " Cliva, 
putting his foot upon tlie flimsy oil-covered box, 
Towed he would kick the lid off unless it was instantly 
opened. Obeying this grim summons, the fluttering 
women produced the keys, and the black box was 
opened before him. 

The box was found to contain a number of objects 
which Clive pronounced to be by no means necessary 
to his wife's aud child's existence. Trinket-boxes 
and favorite little gimcracks, chains, rings, and pearl 
necklaces, the tiara jxior Eosey had worn at Court — 
the feathers and the gor^^eous train which liad deco- 
rated the little person — aU these were found packed 
away in this one receptacle ; and in another box, I am 
Borry to say, were silver forks and spoons (the butler 
wisely judging that the rich and splendid eleetrotj-pe 
ware might as well be left behind) — all the silver 
forks, spoons, and ladk-s, and our poor old friend the 
cocoa-nut tree, which these female robbers would have 
carried out of the premises. 



302 THE NEWCOMES. 

Mr. Clive Newcome burst out into fierce laughl 
vhen he saw tlie cocoa-nut tree ; he laughed so Ii 
that baby awoke, and his mother-in-law called bin; r 
brute, and the nurse ran to give its accustomed quietus 
to the little screaniing infant. Rosey's eyes poured 
forth a torrent of little protests, and she would hai 
cried yet more loudly than the other baby, had not ' 
husbaJid, again fiercely checking her, sworn with 
dreadful oath, that unless she told him the whole trudv? 
" By heavens she should leave the house with nothing 
but what covered her." Even the Campaigner could 
not make head against Olive's stem resolution ; and 
the incipient insurrection of the maids and the mia- 
tresses was quelled by his spirit. The ladyVmaid, a 
flighty creature, received her wages and took her 
leave : but the nurse could not find it in her heart to 
quit her little nursling so suddenly, and accompanied 
Olive's household in the journey upon which those 
poor folks were bound. What stolen goods were fi- 
nally discovered when the family reached foreign parts 
were found in Mrs. Mackenzie's trunks, not in her 
daughter's : a silver filagree basket, a few teaspoons, 
baby's gold coi-al, and a costly crimson velvet-bound 
copy of the Hon. Miss Grimstone's Church Service, 
to which articles, having thus appropriated them, Mrs. 
Mackenzie henceforward laid claim as her own. 

So wheu the packing was done a cab was called 
receive the modest trunks of this fugitive family 
the coachman was bidden to put his horses to again, 
and for the last time poor Rosey Newcome sat 
own carriage, to which the Colonel conducted her 
with his courtly old bow, kissing the baby as it slept 
once more unconscious in its nurse's embrace, and 
bestowing a very grave and polite parting salute upon 
the Campaigner. 
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Then Clive and his father entered a cab on which 
the trunks were borne, and they drove to the Tower 
Stairs, where the ship lay which was to convey them 
out of England ; and during that journey, no doubt, 
they talked over their altered prospects, and I am 
sure Olive's father blessed his son fondly, and com- 
mitted him and his family to a good God's gracious 
keeping, and thought of him with sacred love when 
they had parted, and Thomas Newcome had returned 
to his lonely house to watch and to think of his 
ruined fortunes, and to pray that he might have 
courage under them ; that he might bear his own fate 
honorably ; and that a gentle one might be dealt to 
those beloved beings for whom his life had been 
sacrificed in vain. 



GHAFTSB ZXIL 

BSLI8ABIV8. 

Whxet the sale of Colonel Nevoome'6 effeetft to6k 

place, a friend of the family bonght in for a fair 

shillinga those two swords which had hung, aa wa 

have said, in the good man's chamber, and for which 

no single broker present had the heart to bid. Thi 

head of dive's father, painted by himself which had 

always kept its place in the young man^ stadio^ to* 

gether with a lot of his oil-sketchings, easels, and 

painting-apparatus, were purchased by the fidthfal 

J. J., who kept them until his friend should retnzn 

to London and reclaim them, and who showed the 

laost generous solicitude in Cliye's behalf. J. J. was 

elected of the Eoyal Academy this year, and Cliye^ 

it was evident, was working hard at the profession 

whioh lie had always loved ; for he sent over three 

pioturx^s to the Academy, and I never knew man more 

mv^rtitioil than the affectionate J. J., when two of 

thoK-io unUioky pieces were rejected by the committee 

tVr the Year. One pretty little piece, called "The 

S5rAiii.lod InKxt/* got a fair place on the Exhibition 

%.-il*s, .uuU yv>u may be sure, was loudly praised by a 

^v;uviu oritio in the "Pall Mall Gazette." The pio- 

■Aiiv ^^'^'i 5^v»Ul on the first day of the exhibition at 

'j^o ytuv oi* twouty-five pounds, which the artist de- 

unVuUsi ; AUvl Nvheu the kind J. J. wrote to inform 

>.s\ :uoiNl vU* this satisfactory circumstance, and to 

j^^ *.N.ii ho hold tlie money at Olive's disposal, the 
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latter replied, with many expressions of sinoere 
gratitude, at the same time begging him directly to 
forward the money, with our old friend Thomas 
Newcome's love, to Mrs. Sarah Mason, at Newcome. 
But J. J. never informed his friend that he himself 
was the purchaser of the picture ; nor was Clive made 
acquainted with the fact until some time afterwards, 
when he found it hanging in Bidley's studio. 

I have said that we none of us were aware at this 
time what was the real state of Colonel Newcome's 
finances, and hoped that, after giving up every shil- 
ling of his property which was confiscated to the 
creditors of the Bank, he had still, from his retiring 
pension and military allowances, at least enough 
reputably to maintain him. On one occasion, having 
business in the City, I there met Mr. Sherrick. Af- 
fairs had been going ill with that gentleman : he had 
lieen let in terribly, he informed me, by Lord Levant's 
insolvency, having had large money transactions with 
his lordship. " There 's none of them so good as old 
Newcome," Mr. Sherrick said with a sigh. "That 
was a good one — that was an honest man if ever I 
saw one — with no more guile, and no more idea of 
business than a baby. Why didn't he take my ad- 
vice, poor old cove ? — he might be comfortable now. 
Why did he sell away that annuity, Mr. Pendennis ? 
I got it done for him when nobody else perhaps could 
have got it done for him — for the security ain't 
worth twopence if Newcome was n't an honest man ; 
— but I know he is, and would rather starve and eat 
the nails off his fingers than not keep to his word, 
the old trump. And when he came to me, a good 
two months before the smasli of the Bank, which I 
knew it, sir, and saw that it must come — when he 
came and raised three thousand pounds to meet them 
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d — d electioneering bills, having to pay lawyers, 
oommission, premium, life-insurance — you know the 
whole game, Mr. 1'. — I aa good aa went down on my 
knees to him — I did — at the North and South 
Ameiicaa Coffee-house, where he was to meet the 
party about the money, and said, ' Colonel, don't 
raise it — I tell you, let it stand over — let it go in 
along with the bankruptcy that 's a-coming ' — but he 
would n't. sir — he went on like an old Bengal tiger, 
roaring about his honor; he paid the bills every 
sliilling — infernal long bills they were — and it's 
my belief that, at this minute, he ain't got fifty 
pounds a year of his own to spend, I would send 
him back my commission — I would by Jove — only 
times is so bad, and that rascal Levant has let me in. 
It went to my heart to take the old cook's money — 
but it's gone — that and ever so much more — ami 
Lady Wbittlesea'a chapel too, Mr. P. Hang that 
young Levaut." 

Squeezing my hand after this speech, Sherrick ran 
across the street after some other capitalist who was 
entering the Diddlesex Insurance Office, and left me 
very much grieved and dismayed at finding that my 
worst fears in regard to Thomas Newcome were con- 
firmed. Should we confer with his wealthy family 
respecting the Colonel's impoverished condition ? Was 
his brother Hobson Newcome aware of it ? Aa for 
Sir Barnes, the quarrel between him and his uncle had 
been too fierce to admit of hopes of relief from that 
quarter. Barnes had been put to very heavy expenses 
in the first contested election ; had come forward agun 
immediately on his uncle's resignation, but again had 
been beaten by a more liberal candidate, his quon- 
dam former friend, Mr. Higg — who formally declared 
against Sir Barnes — and who drove him finally out 
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of the representation of Newcome. From this gentle- 
man it was vain of course for Colonel Newcome'a 
friends to expect relief. 

How to aid him? He was proud — past work — 
nearly seventy years old. " Oh, why did those cruel 
academicians refuse Olive's pictures ? " cries Laura. 
"I have no patience with thera — had the pictures 
been exhibited I know who might have bought them 
— but that ia vaiu now. He would suspect at once, 
and send her money away. Oh, Pen ! why, why did n't 
he come when I wrote that letter to Brussels ? " 

From persons so poorly endowed with money as our- 
selves, any help, but of the merest temporary nature, 
was out of the question. We knew our friends too 
well not to know that they would disdain to receive 
it It was agreed between me and Laura that at any 
rate I should go and see Olive. Our friends indeed 
were at a very short distance from us, and, having ex- 
iled themselves from England, could yet see its coasts 
from their windows upon any clear day. Boulogne 
was their present abiding place — refuge of how many 
thousands of other unfortunate Britons — and to this 
friendly port I betook myself speedily, having the ad- 
dress of Colonel Newcome. His quarters were in a 
quiet grass-grown old street of the Old Town. None 
of the family were at home when I called. There was 
indeed no servant to answer the bell, but the good- 
natured French domestic of a neighboring lodger told 
me that the young Monsieur went out every day to 
make his designs, and that I should probably find the 
elder gentleman upon the rampart, where he was in 
the custom of going every day. I strolled along by 
those pretty old walks and bastions, under the pleas- 
ant trees which shadow them, and the gray old gabled 
houses from which yon look down upon the gay new 
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city, and the busy port, and the piers stretching inbo 
the shining sea, dotti?d with a hundred white sails at 
black Bmoting steamers, and bounded by the friendlj 
lines of the bright English shore. There are few 
prospects more charming than the familiar view from 
those old French walls — few places where young 
children may play, and ruminating old age repose 
more pleasantly than ou those peaceful rampart 
gardens. 

1 found our dear old friend seated on one of the 
benches, a neirspaper on his knees, and by Iiis side • 
red-cheeked little French lass, upon whose lap Thomas 
Newcotae the younger lay sleeping. The Colonel's face 
flushed up when he saw me. As he advanced a step 
or two towards me I could see that he trembled in lua ' 
walk. His hair had grown almost quite white. H» 
looked now to be more than bis age — he whose car- 
riage last year had been so erect, whose figure had 
been so straight and manly. I was very mnch mored 
at meeting him, and at seeing the sad traces which 
pain and grief had left in the countenance of the dear 
old man. 

" So you are come to see me, my good young friend," 
cried the Colonel with a trembling voice. " It is very, 
very kind of you. Is not this a pretty drawing-room to 
receive our friends in ? We have not many of them 
now; Boy and I come and sit here for hours every 
day. Has n't he grown a fine boy ? He can say sev- 
eral words now, sir, and can walk surprisingly well. 
Soon be will be able to walk with his grandfather, and 
then Marie will not have the trouble to wait upon 
either of us." He repeated this sentiment in his 
pretty old French, and turning with a bow to Marie, 
The girl said Monsieur knew very well that she did 
not desire better than to come out with baby ; that it 
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was better than atayiug at home, pardieu ; and, the 
clock striking at this moment, she rose up with her 
child, crying out that it vraa time to return, or 
Madame would scold. 

" Mrs. Mackenzie has rather a short temper," the 
Colonel said with a gentle smile. "Poor thing, she 
has had a great deal to bear in consequence, Pen, of 
my imprudence. I am glad you never took shares in 
our bank. I sliould not be so glad to see you as I am 
now, if I had brought losses upon you as I have upon 
so many of my friends." I, for my part, trembled to 
hear that the good old man was under the dominatitm 
of the Campaigner. 

" Bayham sends me the paper regularly ; he la a 
very kind faithful creature. How glad I ajn that he 
has got a snug birth in the City. His company 
really prospers, I am happy to think, unlike some 
oompauies you know of, Pen. I have read your two 
speeches, sir, and Clive and I liked them very much. 
The poor boy works all day at his pictures. You 
know he has sold one at the Exhibition, which has 
given uB a great deal of heart — and he has completed 
two or three more — and I am sitting to him now for 
— what do you think, air ? for Belisarius. Will you 
give Belisarius and the Obolua a kind word ? " 

"My dear, dear old friend," I said in great emotion, 
" if you will do me the kindness to take my Oiwlus or 
to use my services in any way, you will give me more 
pleasure than ever I had from your generous bounties 
in old days. Look, sir, I wear the watch which yon 
gave me when you went to India. Did you not tall 
me then to look after Clive and serve him if I could ? 
Can't I serve him now ? " and I went on further in 
this strain, asseverating with great warmth and truth 
that my wife's affection and my own were most sin- 
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cere for both of them, and that our pride iraold t» to 

be liblu to help such dear frieadB. 

The Colonel said I had a good heart, nn^^ mj wife 
hiul, though — though — He did not finish this tern- 
tenoe, btit I could interpret it withoat need of Ha 
completion. My wife and the two ladies of Otdond 
Newconie'a family never could be friends, bowcret 
much my poor Laura tried to be intimate with thsaa 
wonu'ii. Her very efforts at intimacy caused & Mgid- 
ity and hauteur which Laura could not oTercome. 
Littlu RoBey and her mother set ub down as two aris- 
tocratic jiersonageB ; nor for our parts were ire tctt 
much disturbed at this opinion of the Cazapaigoer 
and little Boaey. 

I talked with the Colouel for half an hour or more 
about his affairs, which indeed were very gloomr, and 
Clive's prospects, of which he strove to present ss 
cheuring a view as possible. He ^vas obliged to coo- 
Sim tlie news which Sherrick had given me, and to 
OWD, in fact, that all his pension was swaUovred np 
by a piiyment of interest and life-insurance for siuns 
which ho had been compelled to borrow. How could 
he do otherwise than meet his engagements ? Thank 
God, lie had Clive's full approval for what he had 
douo — had communicated the circumstance to his 
son almost immediately after it took place, and that 
wits a comfort to him — an immense comfort. *'For 
the women are very angry," said the poot Colonel; 
" you see they do not understand the laws of honor, 
at least as we understand them: and perhaps I was 
wrong in hiding the truth as I certainly did from 
Mrs. Mackenzie, but I acted for the best — I hoped 
iigaitist hope that some chance might turn in oar 
favor. God knows, I had a hard task enough in 
wearing a cheerful face for monthS] and in following 
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my little Rosey about to her parties and balls; but 
poor Mrs. Mackenzie has a right to be angry, only I 
wish my little girl did not side with her mother so 
entirely, for the loss of her affection gives me pain." 

So it was as I suspected. The Campaigner ruled 
over this family, and added to all their distresses by 
her intolerable presence and tyranny, "Why, sir," I 
ventured to ask, "if, as I gather from you — and I 
remember,'' I added with a laugh, "certain battles 
royal which Clive described to me in old days — if 
you and tlie Campai — Mrs, Mackenzie do not agree, 
why should she continue to live with you, when yon 
would all be so much happier apart ? " 

"She has a right to live in the house," says the 
Colonel, "it is I who have no right in it. I am a 
poor old pensioner, don't you see, subsisting on 
Eosey's bounty. We live on the hundred a year 
secured to her at her marriage, and Mrs. Mackenzie 
has her forty pounds of pension which she adds to 
the coinmoQ etock. It is I who have made away with 
every shilling of Rosey's £17,000, God help me, and 
with £1,500 of her mother's. They put their little 
means together, and they keep ua — me and Clive. 
What can we do for a living ? Great God 1 What 
can we do ? Why, I am so useless that even when 
my poor boy earned £25 for his picture, I felt we 
were bound to send it to Sarah Mason, and you may 
fancy when this came to Mrs. Mackenzie's ears, what 
a life my boy and I led. I have never spoken of 
these things to any mortal soul — I even don't speak 
of them with Clive — but seeing your kind honest 
face has made me talk — you must pardon my garru- 
lity — I am growing old, Arthur, This poverty and 
these quarrels have beaten my spirit down — there, I 
aiiall talk on this subject no more. I wish, sir, I 




eomld ask ^ oa to dtiM vidi ns, but " — and here he 
smiled — "we most get tbe leave of the bigbot 
powers." 

I was determiiMd, in spite of proIiibitioDs and 
Compaigneis, to sea my old Mend Clive, aad insisted 
on walking back witb the Colonel to hid lodgings, at 
the door of wtiicti we met iits. Mackenzia and her 
daughter. Rosey blushed up a little — looked at her 
mamma — and then greeted me with a band and a 
earthy. The Campaigner alfio sainted me in a maie» 
tie but amioable manner, made no objection even to 
my entering her apartments and seeing the eoitditi&m 
to tchick they were reduced.- this phrase was uttered 
with particular emphasis and a significant look 
towards the Colonel, who bowed his meek head, and 
preceded me into the lodgings, which were in tnith 
very homely, pretty and comfortable. The Cam- 
paigner wns an excellent manager — restless, bother- 
ing, brushing perpetually. Such fugitive ginKritaks 
as they bad brought an-ay with them decorated the 
little salon. jSfrs. Alackenzie, who took the entire 
command, even pressed me to dine and partake, if so 
fashionable a gentleman would eondeseend to paitak« 
of a humble exile's fare. Xo fare was perhaps very 
pleasant to me in company with that woman, but I 
wanted to see my dear old Olive, and gladly accepted 
his valuable mother-in-law's not disinterested hospi- 
tality. She beckoned the Colonel aside; whispered 
to him, putting something into his hand ; on which 
he took his hat and went away. Then Bosey was 
dismissed upon some other pretext, and I had the 
felicity to be left alone with Mrs. Captain Mackeuiie. 

She instantly improved the occasion; and with 
great eagerness and volubility entered into her state- 
ment of the present afbirs and position of this unft^ 
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tonate family. She described d&rling Kosey's delicate 
state, poor ttiiug — nui'sed with tenderness and in the 
lap of luxury — bi-ought up with evciy delicacy and 
the fondest mother — never knowing in the leaat how 
to take care of herself, and likely to fall down and 
perish unless the kind Campaigner were by to prop 
and protect her. She was in delicate health — very 
delicate — ordered cod-liver oil by the doctor. Heaves 
knows how he could be paid for those expensive medi- 
cines out of the pittance t^) which the impr^enee — - 
the moat culpable and designing imprvdence, and aa^ 
travaganre. ^Mi\foUj/oi Colonel Newcome had reduced 
them I Looking out from the window as she spoke I 
saw — we both saw — the dear old gentleman sadly 
advancing towards the house, a parcel in his hand. 
Seeing his near approach, and that our interview was 
likely to come to an end, Mrs. ^lackenzie rapidly 
whispered to me that she knew I had a good heart — 
that I had been blessed by Providence with a fine 
fortune, which I knew how to keep better than tome 
folks — and that if, as no doubt was my intention — 
for with what other but a charitable view could I 
have come to see them ? — " and most generous and 
noble was it of you to come, and I always thought it 
of yon, Mr. Pecdennis, whatever other people said to 
the contrary" — if I proposed to give them relief, 
which was most needful — and for which a mother's 
blessings would follow me — let it be to her, the Cam- 
paigner, that my loan should be confided — for as for 
the Colonel, he is not fit to be trusted with a shilling, 
and has already flung away immense sums upou some 
old woman he keeps in the country, leaving his darling 
liosey without the actual necessaries of life. 

The woman's greed and rapacity — the flattery with 
which she chose to belabor me at dinner, so choked 
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and disgnsted me, tliat I could hardly swallow the 
meal, though my poor old friend bad been sent oat 
to purchase & pate from the pastry-cook's for my 
especial refectiou. Clive was not at the dmner. H« 
seldom returned till late at night on sketching dars. 
Neither his wife nor his mother-in-law seemed mach 
to misH him ; and seeing that the Campaigner en- 
grossed the entire share of the conversation, and pro- 
posed not to leave me for five minutes alone with the 
Colonel, I took leave rather speedily of my entertain- 
ers, learing a message for Clive, and a prayer that ha 
would come and see me st my hoteL 



CHAPTER XXin. 

IN WHICH BELISAfilUS RETURNS FROM EXILB. 

I WAS sitting in the dusk in my room at the Hdtel 
des BainSy when the visitor for whom I hoped, made 
his appearance in the person of Clive, with his broad 
shoulders, and broad hat, and a shaggy beard, which 
he had thought fit in his quality of painter to assume. 
Our greeting it need not be said was warm ; and our 
talk, which extended far into the night, very friendly 
and confidential. If I make my readers confidants in 
Mr. Olive's private affairs, I ask my friend's pardon 
for narrating his history in their behoof. The world 
had gone very ill with my poor Olive, and I do not 
think that the pecuniary losses which had visited him 
and his father afflicted him near so sorely as the state 
of his home. In a pique with the woman he loved, 
and from that generous weakness which formed part 
of his character, and which led him to acquiesce in 
most wishes of his good father, the young man had 
gratified the darling desire of the Oolonel's heart, and 
taken the wife whom his two old friends brought to 
him. Rosey, who was also, as we have shown, of a 
very obedient and ductile nature, had acquiesced 
gladly enough in her mamma's opinion, that she was 
in love with the rich and handsome young Olive, and 
accepted him for better or worse. So undoubtedly 
would this good child have accepted Oaptain Hoby 
her previous adorer, have smilingly promised fidelity 
to the Oaptain at church, and have made a very good. 
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tappy, and sufficient little wife for that officer, — bad 
not raauiuia corumauded her to jilt him. What iroft- 
der that these elders should wish to see their two dew 
young ones united 1 They began with suitable ag«i ' 
money, good temper, and parents' blessings. It a \ 
not the first time that with all these excellent helpi , 
to prosperity and happiness, a maxrlage has turned ' 
out unfortunately — a pretty, tight ship gone to wrwk 
that set forth on iia voyage with cheers from tlie 
shore, and every prospect of fair wind and fioe 
weather. 

If Clive was gloomy and discontented even when ■ 
the honeymoon had scarce waned, and be and liii 
family sat at Lome in state and splendor under the 
boughs of the famous silver cocoa-nut tree, what WM 
the young man's condition now in poverty, when they 
had no love along with a scant dinner of herbs ; wbrai 
his mother-in-law grudged each morsel which hts 
poor old father ate — when a vulgar, coarse-minded 
woman pursued with brutal sarcasm and deadly ran- 
cor one of the tenderest and noblest gentlemen In the 
world — when an ailing wife, always under soine one's 
domination, received him with helpless hysterical 
cries and reproaches — when a coarse female tyrant. 
Stupid, obstinate, utterly unable to comprehend the 
son's kindly genius, or the father's gentle spirit, 
bullied over both, using the intolerable undeniable 
advantage which her actual wrongs gave her to tyran- 
nize over these two wretched men 1 He had never 
heard the last of that money which they had sent to 
Mrs. Mason, Clive said. Wlien the knowledge of the 
fact came to tbe Campaigner's ears, she raised such a 
storm as almost killed the poor Colonel, and drove 
his son half mad. She seized the howling infant, 
vowing that its unnataral father and grandfather waifi 
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bent upon starving it — she consoled and sent Bosey 
into hysterics — she took the outlawed parson to 
whose church they went, and the choice society of 
bankrupt captains, captains' ladies, fugitive stock- 
brokers* wives, and dingy frequenters of billiard- 
rooms, and refugees from the Bench, into her counsels; 
and in her daily visits amongst these personages, and 
her walks on the pier, whither she trudged with poor 
Bosey in her train, Mrs. Mackenzie made known her 
own wrongs and her daughter's -^showed how the 
Colonel, having robbed and cheated them previously, 
was now living upon them, insomuch that Mrs. Bolter, 
the levanting auctioneer's wife, would not make the 
poor old man a bow when she met him — that Mrs. 
Captain Elitely, whose husbahd had lain for seven 
years past in Boulogne jail, ordered her son to cut 
Clive ; and when, the child being sick, the poor old 
Colonel went for arrowroot to the chemist's, young* 
Snooks, the apothecary's assistant, refused to allow 
him to take the powder away without previously de- 
positing the money. 

He had no money, Thomas Newcome. He gave up 
every farthing. After having impoverished all around 
him, he had no right, he said, to touch a sixpence of 
the wretched pittance remaining to them — he had 
even given up his cigar, the poor old man, the com- 
panion and comforter of forty years. He was " not 
fit to be trusted with money," Mrs. Mackenzie said, 
and the good man owned, as he ate his scanty crust, 
and bowed his noble old head in silence under that 
cowardly persecution. 

And this, at the end of threescore and seven or 
eight years, was to be the close of a life which had 
been spent in freedom and splendor, and kindness 
and honor; this the reward of a noble heart — the 
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tomb and prison of a gallant warrior who had riJilea 

in twenty battles — whose eonrse through life had' 
been a bounty wherever it bad passed — whose noma 
had been followed by blessings, and whose career vu 
to end here — here — in a mt>an room, in a mean alley ■ 
of a foreign town — a low furious woman standing,' 
over hiui and stabbiug the kind defenceless breast 
with killing insult and daily outrage ! I 

As we sat together in the dark, Clive told me thit i 
wretched story, which was wrung from him with ft * 
passionate emotion that I could not but keenly Ehar& 
He wondered the old man lived, Clive said. Some ot I 
the women's taunts and jibes, as he could see, struck i 
his father so that he gasped and started back as if i 
some one had lashed hiin with a whip. " He would , 
make away with himself," said poor Clive, "but he t 
deems this is his punishineut, and that he must bear 
it as long as it pleases God. He does not ears for his 
own losses, as far as they concern himself; but these , 
leproaclies of Mrs. Alackenzie, and some things which 
were said to him in the Bankruptcy Court, by one or 
two widows of old friends, who were induced through 
his representations to take shares in that infernal 
bank, have affected him dreadfully. I hear him 
lying awake and groaning at night, God bless him. 
Great God I what can I do — what can I do ? " burst 
out the young man in a dreadful paroxysm of grief. 
" I have tried to get lessons — I went to London on 
the dbck of a steamer, and took a lot of drawings with 
me — tried picture-dealers — pawnbrokers — Jews — 
Moss, whom you may remember at Gandish's and who 
gave me, for forty-two drawings, £18. I brought the 
money back to Boulogne, It was enough to pay the 
doctor aod bury our last poor little dead baby. Tenez, 
Pen, you must give me some supper, I have had noth- 
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ing all day but apain de deux sous, I can't stand it at 
home. — My heart's almost broken — you must give 
me some money, Pen, old boy. I know you will. I 
thought of writing to you, but I wanted to support 
myself, you see. When I went to London with the 
drawings I tried George's chambera, but he was in 
the country. I saw Crackthorpe in the street, in 
Oxford Street, but I could not face him, and bolted 
down Hanway Yard. I tried, and I could not ask 
him, and I got the £18 from Moss that day, and came 
home with it." 

Give him money ? of course I will give him money 
— mj dear old friend! And, as an alternative and a 
wholesome shock to check that burst of passion and 
grief in which the poor fellow indulged, I thought fit 
to break into a very fierce and angry invective on my 
own part, which served to disguiae the extreme feel- 
ing of pain and pity that I did not somehow choose to 
exhibit. I rated Clive soundly, and taxed him with 
unfriendliness and ingratitude for not having sooner 
applied to friends who would think sliame of them- 
selves whilst he was in need. Whatever he wanted 
was hia as much as mine. I could not understand 
how the necessity of the family should, in truth, be 
80 extreme as he described it, for after all many a 
• poor family lived upon very much less ; but I uttered 
none of these objections, checking them with the 
thought that Clive, on his first arrival at Boulogne, en- - 
tirely ignorant of the practice of economy, might have 
imprudently engaged in expenses which had reduced 
him to this present destitution.* 

1 1 did not know at tbe time that Mrs. Mackenzie had taken 
entire saperinteniieDoe of the famit}' treaear^ — anA that this ex- 
emplnrv nromati viat patting awaj, aa she had done previouilj, 

idry little sums to meec rainj days. 
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I took the liberty of asking about debts, and of 
these Clive gave me to understand there were nona-M ' 
at least none of his, or his father's contracting. "I|.^ 
ITS were too proud to borrow, and I think we wei* i 
wrong, Pen, my dear old boy — I think we were wrooff 
now — at least, we were too proud to owe. My coloN I 
man takes his bill out in drawings, and I think owm * 
me a trifle. He got me some lessons at fifty sons a J 
ticket — a ]xmnd the ten — from an economical swell 
who has taken a chateau here, and has two flunkiea | 
in livery. He has four daughters, who take advan> | 
tage of the lessons, and screws ten per cent upon tba 
poor color-man's pencils and drawing-i)aper. It's 
pleasant work to give the lessons to the children; 
and to be patronized by the swell ; and not expensive 
to him, is it, Pen? But I don't mind that, if I could 
but get lessons enough; for, you see, besides our 
expenses here, we must have some more money, and 
the dear old governor would die outright if poor old 
Sarah Mason did not get her £50 a year." 

And now there arrived a plentifid supper, and a 
bottle of good wine, of which the giver was not sony 
to partake after the meagre dinner at three o'clock, to 
which I had been invited by the Campaigner; and it 
was midnight when I walked back with my friend to 
his house in the upper town ; and all the stars of 
heaven were shining cheerily; and my dear Clive'a 
face wore an expression of happiness, such as I re- 
membered in old days, as we shook hands and parted 
with a "God bless you." 

To Clive's friend, revolving these things in his 
mind, as he lay in one of those most snug and com- 
fortable beds at the excellent HStel des Bains, it 
appeared that this town of Boulogne was a very bad 
market for the artist's talents ; and that he had best 
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oring them to London, where a score of old friends 
would assuredly be ready to help him. And ff the 
Colonel, too, could be got away from the domination 
of the Campaigner, I felt certain that the dear old 
gentleman could but profit by his leave of absence. 
My wife and I at this time inhabited a spacious old 
houae in Queen's Square, WestminBter, where there 
was plenty of room for father and son. I knew that 
Laura would be delighted to welcome these gueata — 
may the wife of every worthy gentleman who reads 
these pages be as ready to receive her husband's 
friends. It was the state of Rosey's health, and the 
Campaigner's authority and permission, about whtr.h 
I was in doubt, and whether this lady's two slaves 
would be allowed to go away. 

These cogitations kept the present biographer long 
awake, and he did tiot breakfast next day until an 
hour before noon. I had the coffee-room to myself 
by chance, and my meal was not yet ended when the 
waiter announced a lady to visit Mr. Pendennis, and 
Mrs. Mackenzie made her appearance. No signs of 
care or poverty were visible in the attire or counte- 
nance of the buxom widow. A handsome bonnet 
decorated within with a profusion of poppies, blue- 
bells, and ears of com ; a jewel on her forehead, not 
costly, but splendid in appearance, and glittering art- 
fully over that oentral spot from which her wavy 
chestnut hair parted to cluster in ringlets round her 
ample cheeks ; a handsome India shawl, smart gloves, 
a rich silk dress, a neat parasol of blue with pale 
yellow lining, a multiplicity of glittering rings, and a 
very splendid gold watch and chain, which I remem- 
bered in former days as hanging round poor Rosey's 
white neck ; — all these adornments set off the widow's 
person, so that you might have thought her a wealthy 
VOL. sv. — 21 
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capitalist's lady, and never could have supposed 1 
she was a poor, cheated, ruined, robbed, unfortunatS' 
Campaigner. 

Kothing could be more gracions than the accutil ct- 
this lady. She paid me many handsome compliments < 
about my literary works — asked most a£Fectiouat«If 
for dear Mrs. Pendennis and the dear children — and; 
then, as I expected, coming to business, oontrasted' 
the happiness and genteel position of my wife anif ' 
family with the misery and wrongs of her own ■ 
blessed child and grandson. She never could call 
that child by the odious name which he received at ■ 
his baptism. / knew what bitter reasons she had tO , 
dislike the name of Thomas Kewcome. ' 

She again rapidly enumerated the wrongs she bad ' 
received at the hands of that gentleman ; menUoned ' 
the vast sums of money out of which she and her 
soul's darling had been tricked by that poor muddl&- 
headed creature, to say no worse of him ; and d«- ] 
scribed finally their present pressing need. The doo- j 
tors, the burial, Eosey's delicate condition, the coat 
of sweetbreads, calf's-foot jelly, and cod-liver oil, wen 
again passed in a rapid calculation before me ; and 
she ended her speech by expressing her gratification 
that I had attended to her advice of the previous day, 
and not given Clive Newcome a direct loan ; that the 
family wanted it, the Camiwiigner called upon Heaven 
to witness ; that Clive and his absurd poor father 
would fling guineas out of the window was a fact 
equally certain; the rest of the argument was obvi- 
ous, namely, that Mr. Pendennis should administei 
a donation to herself. 

I had brought but a small sum of money in my 
pocket-book, though Mrs. Mackenzie, intimate witi 
bankers, and having, thank Heaven, in spite of all her 
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misfortunes, the utmost confidence of all her trades- 
men, hinted a perfect willingness on her part to ac- 
cept an order upon her friends, Hobson Brothers of 
London. 

This direct thrust I gently and smilingly parried 
by asking Mrs, Mackenzie whether she supposed a 
gentleman who had just paid an electioneering bill, 
and had, at the best of times, but a very small in- 
come, might sometimes not be in a condition to draw 
satisfactorily upon Messrs. Hobson or any other 
banker? Her countenance fell at this remark, nor 
was her cheerfulness much improved by the tender 
of one of the two bank-notes which then happened 
to be in my possession. I said that I had a use for 
the remaining note, and that it would not be more 
than suilicient to pay my hotel bill, and the expenses 
of my party back to London. 

My party ? I had here to divulge, with some 
little trepidation, the plan which I had been making 
overnight j to explain how I thought that CHve's 
great talents were wasted at Boulogne, and could 
only find a proper market in London ; how I was 
pretty certain, through my connection with booksel- 
lers, to find some advantageous employment for him, 
and would have done so months ago had I known the 
state of the case ; but I had believed, until within a 
very few days since, that the Colonel, in spite of his 
bankruptcy, was still in the enjoyment of consider- 
able military pensions. 

This statement, of coarse, elicited from the widow 
a number of remarks not complimentary to my dear 
old ColoneL He might have kept his pensions had 
he not been a fool — he was a baby about money 
matters — misled himself and everybody — was a log 
} house, etc., etc. 
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I Eu^ested that his annaities might possibly ba 
put into some more satisfactory shape — that I had 
trustworthy lawyers with whom I would put him ia 
comiuiiiiicatioii — that he bad best come to Loudoa 
to see to these m»tt«n — and that my wife had a 
large house where she would moBt gladly entertaia 
the two gentlemen. 

■ This I said with some reasonable dread — fearing, 
in the first place, her refusal ; in the second, her as- 
ceptance of the invitation, with a proposal, as our 
house was large, to come berself and inhabit it for a 
while. Had I not seen that Campaigner axrive for a 
month at poor James Binnie'a house in Fitzroy Square, 
and stay there for many years ? Was I not aware 
that when she once set her foot in a gentleman's 
establishment, terrific battles must ensue before she 
could be dislodged ? Had she not once been routed 
by Clive ? and was she not now in command and 
possession? Do I not, finally, know something of 
the world ; and have I not a weak, easy temper ? 
I protest it was with terror that I awaited th« 
widow's possible answer to nty proposal. 

To my great relief, she expressed the utmost ap- 
proval of both my plans. I was uncommooly kind, 
she was sure, to interest myself about the two gentle- 
men, and for her blessed Eosey's sake, a fond mother 
thanked me. It was most advisable that Clive should 
earn some money by that horrid profession which he 
had choson to adopt — trada, the called it. She wai 
clearly anxious to get rid both of father and son, and 
agreed that the sooner they went the better. 

We walked back arm-in-arm to the Colonel's quar- 
ters in the Old Town, Mrs. Sfackenzie, in the conne 
of our walk, doing me the honor to introduce me 
by name to several dingy acquaintances whom we 
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met sauntering up tlie street, and Imparting to me, as 
each moved away, the pecuniary cause of his tempo- 
rary residence in Boulogne. Spite of Eosey's delieate 
state of health, Mrs. Mackenzie did not hesitate to 
break the news to her of the gentlemen's probable de- 
parture, abruptly and eagerly, as if the intelligence 
was Ukely to please her: — and it did, rather than 
otherwise. The young woman, being in the habit of 
letting mamma judge for her, continued it in this in- 
stance : and whether her husband stayed or went, 
seemed to be equally content or apathetic. " And is 
it not most kind and generous of dear Mr, and Mi's. 
rendennis to propose to receive Mr. Newcome and 
the Colonel ? " This opportunity for gratitude being 
pointed out to Eosey, she acquiesced in it straightway 
— it was very kind of me, Rosey was sure. "And 
don't you ask after dear Mrs. Pendenms and the dear 
children — you poor deaj sufEering darling child?" 
Eoaey, who had neglected this inquiry, immediately 
hoped Mrs. Fendennis and the children were well. 
The overpowering mother had taken utter possession 
of this poor little thing. Rosey's eyes followed the 
Campaigner about, and appealed to her at all moments. 
She sat under Mrs. Mackenzie as a bird before a boa- 
constrictor, doomed— fluttering — fascinated ; scared 
and fawning as a whipped Ej>aniel before a keeper. 

The Colonel was on his accustomed bench on the 
rampart at this sunny hour. I repaired thither, and 
found the old gentleman seated by his grandson, who 
lay, as yesterday, on the little bonne's lap, one of hia 
little purple hands closed round the grandfather's lin- 
ger. " Hush ! " says the good man, lifting up his 
other finger to bis mustacbio, as 1 approached, " Boy's 
asleep. 11 est bienjoliquandil dort — le Boy, n'est*e 
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pas, Marie?" The maid believed Moasieur well— 
the boy was a little angel. " Tbis maid is a most trn^ 
worthy, valuable persou, Pendeimis," the Colonel sai^ 
with much gravity. 

The boEMSonstrictor bad fascinated him too — tliS' 
lash of that womau at home had cowed thut helplea^ 
gentle, noble spirit As I looked at the head so i^ 
right and manly, now so beautiful and resigned — tM 
year of his past life seemed to pass before me sonifr- 
how in a flash of thought. I could fancy the accursed 
tyraiuiy — the dumb acquiescence — the brutal jeer 
— the helpless remorse — the sleepless nights of pais 
and recollection — the gentle heart lacerated wiA 
deadly stabs — and the impotent hope. I own I bonk 
into a Hob at the eight, and thought of the noble suf- 
fering creature, aud hid my face and turned away. 

He sprang up, releasing his hand from the childX 
and placing it, the kind shaking hand, on my shoulder. 
" What is it, Arthur — my dear boy ? " he said, look- , 
ing wistfully in my face. " No bad news from hom% ' 
my dear ? Laura and the children ivell ? " 

The emotion was mastered in a moment, I put hla 
arm under mine, and as we slowly sauntered up aud 
down the sunny walk of the old rampart, I told Mm 
how 1 had come witli special commands from Lauts 
to bring him for a while to stay with us, and to settla 
his business, which I was sure bad been wofully mia- 
managed, and to see whether we could not find the 
means of getting some little out of the wreck of the 
property for the boy yonder. 

At first Colonel Newcome would not hear of quit- 
ting Boulogne, where Eosey would miss him — he 
was sure she would want him — but before the ladies 
of his family, to whom we presently returned, Thomas 
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Newcome's resolution was quickly recalled* He agreed 
to go, and Glive coming in at this time was put in 
possession of our plan and gladly acquiesced in it. 
On that very evening I came with a carnage to con- 
duct my two friends to the steamboat. Their little 
packets were made and ready. There was no pretence 
of grief at parting on the women's side^ but Marie^ 
the little maid, with Boy in her arms, cried sadly ; 
and Glive heartily embraced the child; and tJie 
Colonel; going back to give it one more kiss^ drew out 
of his neck-cloth a little gold brooch which he wore, 
and which, trembling, he put into Marie's hand, bid- 
ding her take good care of Boy till his return. 

*' She is a good girl — a most faithful, attached girl, 
Arthur, do you see ? " the kind old gentleman said ; 
^^ and I had no money to give her — no, not one single 
rupee," 



CHAPTER XXrV. 

IS WHICH CLITK BEGIXS THE WOKU>. 

We are ending our history, and yet, poor CUtb is 
but be^ning the world. He has to earn the bread 
which he eats henceforth ; and, aa I saw hia lahon^ 
his trials, and his disappointments, I coold not bat 
compare his calling with my own. 

The drawbacks and penalties attendant npon our 
profession are taken into fall acoonnl^ as we well 
know, by literary men, and their friends. Our po^ 
erty, hardships, aad disappointments are set forth 
with great emphasis, and often with too great troth 
by those who speak of us ; but there are adrant^es 
belonging to our trade which are passed over, I think, 
by some of those who exercise it and describe it, aad 
for which, in striking the balance of our accounts, we 
are not always duly thankfuL We hare no patron, 
so to speak — we sit in ante-chambers no more, wait- 
ing the present of a few guineas from my lord, in 
return for a fulsome dedication. We sell our wares 
to the book-purveyor, between whom and us there ts 
no greater obligation than between him and his paper- 
maker or printer. In the great towns in our country 
immense stores of books are provided for us, with 
librarians to class them, kind attendants to wait upon 
OS, and comfortable appliances for study. We re- 
quire scarce any capital wherewith to exercise out 
trade. What other so^alled learned profess 
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equally fortunate ? A doctor, for example, after 
carefully and expensively edacattug hiiuself, must 
invest in house and furniture, horses, carriage, and 
men-servants, before the public patient will think of 
calling him in. I am told that such gentlemen have 
to coax and wheedle dowagers, to humor hypochon- 
driacs, to practise a score of little subsidiary arts in 
order to make that of healing profitable. How many 
many hundreds of pounds has a barrister to sink 
upon his stock in trade before his returns are avail- 
able f There are the costly charges of university 
eduoation — the costly chambers iu the Inn of Court 
— the clerk and his maintenance — the inevitable 
travels on circuit — certain expenses, all to be de- 
frayed before the possible client makes his appear- 
ance, and the chance of fame or competency arrives. 
The prizes are great to be sure, in the law, but what 
a prodigious sum the lottery-ticket coBta ! If a man 
of letters cannot win, neither does he risk so much. 
Let ua apeak of our trade as we find it, and not be 
too eager in calling out for public comjiassion. 

The artiata, for the moat part, do not cry out their 
woes as loudly as some geutlemon of the literary 
fraternity, and yet I think the life of many of them 
is harder; their chances even more precai'ious, and 
the conditions of their profession less independent 

and agreeable than ours. I have watched &me« 

Esq., B. A., Sattering and fawning, and at the saioe 
time boasting and swaggering, poor fellow, in order 
to secure a sitter. I have listened to a Maochestar 
m^uate talking about fine arts before one of J. J.'B 
pictures, assuming the airs of a painter, and lajaf 
down the most absurd laws respecting arL 
Been poor Tompkins bowing a rich amat 
^tivate view, and noted the eager smile* «■ Tb 
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kiss's face at the amateur's slightest joke, the sii^j 
twinkle o£ hope in liis eyes aa the amateur stopped 
before his own picture. I have been ushered by 
Chipstone'a black servant, through hall after hall 
peopled with plaster gods and heroes, into Chip- 
stone's own magnificent studio, where he sat longing 
vainly for an order, and justly dreading his landlord'a 
call for the rent. And, seeing how severely thes6 , 
gentlemen were taxed in their profession, I have 
been grateful for my own more fortunate one, whick 
necessitates cringing to no patron ; which calls for 
no keeping up of appearances ; and which requires 
no stock in trade save the workman's industry, hil 
best ability, and a dozen sheets of paper. 

Having to turn with all his might to hia new pro- 
fession, Clive Newcome, one of the proudest men 
alive, chose to revolt and to be restive at almoet 
every stage of his training. He bad a natural genius 
for bis art, and bad acquired in his desultory way a 
very considerable skill. His drawing was better fcimn 
his painting (an opinion which, were my friend pres- 
ent, he of course would utterly contradict) ; his de- 
signs and sketches were far superior to his fiuished 
compositions. His friends, presuming to judge of 
this artist's qualifications, ventured to counsel him 
accordingly, and were thanked for their pains in the 
usual m;inner. We had in the first place to bully 
and browbeat Clive most fiercely, before he would 
take fitting lodgings for the execution of those de- 
signs which we had in view for him. " Why should 
I take expensive lodgings ? " says Clive, slapping his 
fist on the table. " I am a pauper, and can scarcely 
afford to live in a garret. Why should you pay me 
for drawing your portrait and Laura's and the chil- 
dren ? What the deuce does Warrington want with 
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the effigy of his grim old mug? Yoa don't vant 
them a bit — you only want to give me money. It 
would be much more honest of me to take the money 
at once and own that I am a beggar ; and I tell you 
what, Pen, the only money which I feel I come hon- 
estly by, is that which la paid me by a little print- 
seller in Long Acre who buys my drawings, one 
with another, at fourteen shillings apiece, and out of 
whom I can earn pretty nearly two hundred a year. 
I am doing Mail Coaches for him, sir, and Chargea 
of Cavalry; the public like the mail coaches best — 
on a dark paper — the horses and mile-stones picked 
out white — yellow dust — cobalt distance, and the 
guard and coachman of course in vermilion. That 'a 
what a gentleman can get hia bread by — Portraits, 
pooh ! it '3 disguised beggary. Crackthorpe, and a 
half-dozen men of his regiment, came, like good fel- 
lows as they are, and sent me five pounds apiece for 
their heads, but I tell you I am ashamed to take their 
money," Such used to be the teuot of Clive New- 
come's conversation as he strode up and down our 
room after dinner, pulling his mustachio, and dashing 
his long yellow hair off hia gaunt face. 

When Clive was inducted into the new lodgings 
at which his friends counselled him to hang up his 
ensign, the dear old Colonel accompanied his son, 
parting with a sincere regret from our little ones at 
home, to whom he became greatly endeared daring 
his visit to us, and who always hailed him when he 
came to see us with smiles and caresses and sweet 
infautile welcome. On that day when he went away, 
Laura went up and kissed him with tears in her eyes, 
" You know how long I have been wanting to do it," 
this lady said to her husband. Indeed I cannot de- 
scribe the behavior of the old man during his stay 
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•ittars aame to Clive — as at first they did in 
Dombera, many of bis early fiieods being anx* 
toits to do him a service — the old gentleman was 
extraordinarily cheered and comforted. We conld 
see by his face that a£Faira were going on well at the 
studio. He showed us the rooms which Kosey and 
the boy were to occupy. He prattled to our children 
and their mother, who was never tired of hearing 
him, about his grandson. He filled up the future 
nursery with a hundred little knick-knaeks of his 
.own contriving; and with wonderful cheap bargains, 
which he bought in his walks about Tottenham -court 
Boad. He pasted a most elaborate book of prints 
and sketches for Boy. It was astonishing what no- 
tice Boy already took of pictures. He would have all 
the genius of his father. Would he had had a better 
grandfather than the foolish old man who had ruined 
all belonging to him. 

However much they like each other, men In the 
London world see their friends but seldom. The 
place is so vast that even next door is distant ; the 
calls of business, society, pleasure, so multifarious that 
mere friendship can get or give but an oooasioual 
shake of the band in the hurried moments of passage. 
Men must live their lives; and are perforce selfish, 
but not unfriendly. At a great need you know where 
to look for your friend, and he that he is secure of 
you. So I went very little to Howlaud, Street, where 
Clive now lived: very seldom to Lamb Court, where 
my dear old friend Warrington stiU sat in Ms old 
chambers, though our meetings were none the less 
oordlal when they occurred, and our trust in oue an- 
other always the same. Some folks say the world is 
heartless : he who says so either prates commonplaces 
(the most likely and charitable suggestion), or is 
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heartless Mmself, or ia most siugolar and unfort 
in having made no friends. Many such a reason: 
mortal oannot hare : our nature, I think, not safficing 
for that sort of polygamy. How many persons would 
you have to deplore your death ; or whose death would 
you wish to deplore ? Could our hearts let in such a 
harem of dear friendships, the mere changes and re- 
currences of grief and mouruiug would be intolerable, 
and tax our lives beyond their value. In a word, we 
carry our own burden in the world; push aJid strug- 
gle along on our own affairs ; are pinched by our own 
shoes — though Heaven forbid we should not stop ami 
forget ourselves sometimes when a friend cries out in 
his distress, or we can help a poor strieken wanderer 
in his way. As for good women — these, my worthy 
reader, are different from us — the nature of these is 
to love, and to do kind offices and devise untiring 
charities : — so, I would have you to know, that thoi^h 
Mr. Pendennis was "parens suonim cultor et infre- 
quens," Mrs. Laura found plenty of time to go from 
Westminster to Bloomsbory; and to i>ay \isits to her 
Colonel and her Clive, both of whom she had got to 
love with all her heart again, now misfortune was oa 
them ; and both of whom returned her kindness with 
an affection blessing the bestower and the receiver; 
and making the husband proud and thankful whose 
wife had earned such a noble regard. What is the 
deai'est praise of all to a man ? his own — or that you 
should love those whom he loves 1 I see Laura Pen- 
dennis ever constant and tender and pure ; ever min- 
istering in her sacred office of kindness — bestowing 
love and followed by blessings. Wliich would I have^ 
think you ; that priceless crown hymeneal, or the 
glory of a Tenth Edition? 
Clive and bis father had found not only a mod 
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friend in tlie lady above mentioned, but a perfect 
prize landlady in their happy lodgings. In her houae, 
besides those apartments which Mr. Kewcome had 
originally engaged, were rooms just sufficient to ac- 
commodate his wife, child, and servant, when they 
should come to him, with a very snug little upper 
chamber for the Colonel, close by Boy's niiraery, where 
he liked best to be. "And if there is not room for 
the Campaigner, as you call her," says Mrs, Laura, 
with a ahnig of the shoulders, "why, I am very 
sorry, but CHve must try and bear her absence as 
well as possible. After all, my dear Pen, yon know 
he is married to Rosey and not to her mamma; and 
60 I think it will be quite best that they shall have 
their mena[/e as before." 

The cheapness of the lodgings which the prize land- 
lady let, the quantity of neat new furniture which she 
put in, the consultations which she had with my wife 
regarding these supplies, were quite singular to me, 
" Have you pawned your diamonds, you reckless little 
person, in order to supply all this upholstery ? " " No, 
sir, I have not pawned my diamonds," Mrs. Laura 
answers ; and I was left to think (if I thought on the 
matter at all) that the landlady's own benevolence 
had provided these good things for Clive. For the 
wife of Laura's husband was perforce poor ; and she 
asked me for no more money at this time than at any 
other. 

At first, in spite of his grumbling, CHve's affairs 
looked so prosperous, and so many sitters came to 
him from amongst his old friends, that I was half in- 
clined to believe, with the Colonel and my wife, that 
he was a prodigious genius, and that his good fortune 
would go on increasing. Lanra was for having Kosey 
return to her busljand. Every wife ought to be with 
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her husband. J. J. shook his head about the pn»peik ! 
ity. " Let ua see whether the Academy will have hit i 
pioturea this year, and what a place they will girt , 
bim," said Bidley. To do him justice, Clive Uiou^hl , 
far more humbly of his oompositioDS than Kidley did. ^ 
Mot a little touching was it to us, who had known Urn ', 
young meu lu former days, to see them in thcdr ' 
changed positions. It waa Eidley, whose genius aai ( 
industry had put him in the rank of a patron — Eiillej>,.| 
the good industrious apprentice, who had won thfl t 
prize of his art — and not one of his many aA> . 
mirers saluted his talent and success with ancii t\ 
hearty recognition as Clive, whose generous soul kne* j 
no envy, and who always fired and kiudled at tfa*^ 
success of his friends, i 

When Mr. ClJve used to go over to Boulogne frea ^ 
time to time to pay his dutiful visits to Iiis wife, ihti 
Colonel did not accompany his son, but, during t^' 
latter's absence, would diue with Mrs. Pendennia. . 

Though the preparations were complete in Howland 
Street, and Clive dutifully went over to HouIogM^ 
Mrs. Pendennis remarked that he seemed still to 
hesitate about bringing his wife to London. 

Upon this Mr. Pendennis observed that some ge»- 
tlemen were not particularly anxious about the society 
of their wives, and that this pair were perhaps better 
apart. Upon which Mrs. Pendennis, drubbing on tha 
ground with a little foot, said, "Nonsense, for shame, 
Arthur ! How can you speak so flippantly ? Did he 
not swear before Heaven to love and cherish her, 
never to leave her, sir ? I» ilbt Ms dut^ his dnti/, sir ? ** 
(a most emphatic stamp of the foot) " Is she not hk 
for better or for worse ? " 

" Including the Campaigner, my dear ? " mj« 
Mr. P. 
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"Don't laugh, sir t She must come to him. There 
Is no room in Howtand Street for Mrs, Maekenzie." 

" You artful scheming creature ! We have some 
spaje rooms. Suppose we ask Mrs. Mackenzie to 
oome and live with us, my dear; and we could then 
have the benefit of the garrison anecdotes and mess 
jocularities of your favorite, Captain Goby ? " 

" I could never bear the horrid man 1 " cried Mrs, 
Fendennis. And how can I tell why she disliked 
him? 

Everything being now ready for the reception of 
dive's little family, we counselled our friend to go 
over to Boulogne, and bring back his wife and child, 
and then to make some final stipulation with the Cam- 
paigner. He saw, as well as we, that the presence and 
tyranny of that fatal woman destroyed his father's 
health and spirits — that the old man knew no peace 
or comfort in her neighborhood, and was actually has- 
tening to his grave under that dreadful and unremit- 
ting persecution. Mrs. Mackenzie made CUve scarcely 
less wretched than his father — she governed his houso- 
hold — took away his weak wife's allegiance and affec- 
tion from him — and caused the wretchedness of every 
single person round about her. They ought to live 
apart. If she was too poor to subsist upon her widow's 
pension, which, in truth, was but a very small pittance, 
let Clive give up to her, say, the half of his wife's in- 
come of £100 a year. His prospects and present 
means of earning money were such that he might af- 
ford to do without that portion of his income : at any 
rate, he and his father would be cheaply ransomed at 
that price, from their imprisonment to this intolerable 
person. " Go, CUve," said hia counsellors, " and bring 
back your wife and child, and let us all be happy to- 
gether." For, you see, those advisers opined that if we 
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had written over to Mrs. Clive Newcome — "Come* 

— she would have come wicli the Campaigner in hfi 
Buite. 

Vowing that he wottld behave like a man of cootafl 

— and we know that CUve had shown bimseli to bl 
such in two or three previous battles — Clive croasej 
the water to bring back hia little Kosey. Our good 
Colonel agreed to dine at our Louse during the dajt 
of his Gnn's absence. I havO' said how beloved he mi 
by young and old there — and he was kind enoug'h ii 
Bay afterwards, that no woman had made him bo happi^ 
as Laura, We did not tell him- — I know not froa 
what reticence — that we bad advised Clive to offer f 
bribe of £50 a year to Mrs. Mackenzie ; until about | 
fortnight after Clive's absence, and a, week after hit 
return, when news came that poor old Afrs. HasoI 
was dead at Newcome, whereujion we informed tM 
Colonel that he had another pensioner now in t^ 
Campaigner. 

Colonel K^ewcome was thankful that hia dear < 
friend had gone out of the world in comfort and witU 
out pain. She had made a will long since, leaving afl 
her goods and chattels to Thomas Newcome — but ban 
jng no money to give, the Colonel handed o\ 
to the old lady's faithful attendant, KeziaK 

Although many of the Colonel's old Criends hit 
parted from him or quarrelled with him in cooM 
quenee of the ill succeaa of the B. B. C, there wa| 
two old ladies who yet remained faithful to blm^ 
Miss Cann, namely, and honest little Miss HoneytuM 
of Brighton, who, when she heard of the return t| 
London of her nephew and brother-in-law, made a raft 
way journey to the metropolis (being the first ^am 
she ever engaged in that kind of travelling), nistlei 
into Clive's apartments in Howluid Street in 1h| 
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neatest silks, and looking not a day older than oa 
that when we last beheld her ; and after briskly 
Bcolding the young man for permitting his father to 
I enter into money affairs — of which the poor dear 
' Colonel was as ignorant as a baby — she gave them 
both to understand that she had a little sum at her 
bankers at their disposal — and besought the Colonel 
to remember that her house was his, and that she 
should be proud and happy to receive him as soon 
and as often and for as long a time as be would honor 
her with his company. " Is not my house full of 
your presents " — cried the stout little old lady — 
"have I not reason to be grateful to all the Xew- 
comes — yes, to all the Newcomesj — for Miss Ethel 
and her family have come to me every year for montlis, 
and I don't quarrel with them, and I won't, although 
you do, sir? Is not this shawl — are not these jewels 
that I wear," she continued, pointing to those well- 
known ornaments, " my dear Colonel's gift ? Did you 
not relieve my brother Cliarlea in this country, and 
procure for him his place in India? Yes, my dear 
friend — and though you have been imprudent in 
money matters, my obligations towards you, and my 
gratitude, and my affection are always the same." 
Thus Miss Honeyraan spoke, with somewhat of a 
quivering voice at the end of her little oration, but 
with exceeding state and dignity — for she believed 
that her investment of two hundred pounds in that 
nnluoky B. B. C, which failed tor half a million, was 
a sum of considerable importance, and gave her a right 
to express her opinion to the Managers. 

Clive came back from Boulogne in a week, as we 
■Aave said — but he came back without his wife, much 
mio our alarm, and looked so exceedingly fierce and 
ftglum when we demanded the reason of his return 
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without liis tamily, tliat we saw wars and battles I 
takeu place, and thouglit that in this last contij«d 
campaign, the Campaigner had been too much fori 
friend. j 

The Colonel, to whom Clive oommunicated thoJ 
with ns the poor lad held his tongue, told mj ij 
what had happened: — not all the battles which i 
douht raged at breakfast, dinner, supper, during d 
week of Clive's visit to Boulogne, —but the upshoti 
these engagements. Rosey, not unwilling in her ^ 
priratfl talk with her husband to come to EngU 
with him and the boy, showed herself irreaolute d 
the second day at breakfast when the fire was openi 
on both sides ; cried at dinner when fierce assaiS 
took place, in which Clive bad the advantage ; sle 
soundly, but besought him to be very firm, and met | 
enemy at breakfast with a quaking heart ; cried i 
that day. during which, pretty well without ceases tl 
eDg]ig«iii»it lasted ; and when Olive might have ea 
qaeni and brought her off, the weather was wind 
and the sea was roosh, and he waa pronounced a bnj 
to TMttM on it witA a wife in Eosey's situation. 

Brfuad thBt -sitaation " the ^i^^ gti^j^ed h» 
r^i^^S^»K" '^"^'^ child, and feom thi 
ft^Mf. He eould not rout her ft,.* ^r ». - ■ 

*^ «= «.. four Ins. i^l^^'Zr^ 
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without even the comforts of life ; but desert her in 
such a situation, she never would — no, never ! Was 
not dear Kosey's health already impaired by the 
various shocks which she had undergone? Did 
she not require every comfort, every attendance? 
Monster I ask the doctor I She would stay with her 
darling child in spite of insult and rudeness and 
vulgarity. (Rosey's father was a King's officer, not a 
Company's officer, thank Grod!) She would stay as 
long at least as Eosey's situation continued, at 
Boulogne, if not in London, but with her child. 
They might refuse to send her money, having robbed 
her of all her own, but she would pawn her gown off 
her back for her child. Whimpers from Rosey — 
cries of '' Mamma, Mamma, compose yourself," — con- 
vulsive sobs — clinched knuckles — flashing eyes— ^ 
0mbraces rapidly clutched — laughs — stamps — snorts 
— from the dishevelled Campaigner; grinding teeth 
-—livid fury and repeated breakages of the third 
commandment by Clive — I can fancy the whole 
scene. He returned to London without, his wife, 
and when she came she brought Mrs. Mackenzie with 
her. 



CHAPTER XXV. 
foitndeb's day at obey friass. 

EosEY came, bringing discord and wretched 
with her, to her husband, and the sentence of death 
or exile to his dear old father, all of which we fore- 
saw — all of which Clive'a friends would have longed 
to prevent — all of which were inevitable under the 
circumstances. Clive's domestic affairs were often 
talked over by our little set. Warrington and P. B. 
knew of his unhappiness. We three had strongly 
opined that the women being together at Boulogne, 
should stay there and live there, Clive sending thenj 
over pecuniary aid aa his means permitted. "They 
must hate each other pretty well by this time," 
growls George Warrington. " Why on earth should 
they not part ? " " What a woman tliat Mrs. Mack- 
enzie is," cries F. B. ■' What an infernal tartar uid 
catamaran ! She who was so uncommonly smiling 
and soft spoken, and such a fine woman, by jingo ! 
What puzzles all women are." F. B. sighed and 
drowned further reflection in beer. 

On the other side, and most strongly advocating 
Kosey's retuin to Clive, was Mrs. Laura Pendennis; 
with certain arguments for which she had chapter 
and verse, and against which we of the separatist 
party had no appeal. " Did he marry her only for 
the days of her prosperity?" asked Laura. "Is it 
right, is it manly, that he should leave her now she 
is unhappy — poor little creature — no woman had 
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cTet more need of protection ; and who should be her 
natural guardian save her husband ? Surely, Arthur, 
you forget — have you forgotten them yourself, sit ? 
— the solemn vows which Clive matie at the altar. 
Is he not bound to his wife to keep only unto her bo 
long as they both shall live, to love her, comfort her, 
honor her, and k^p her in sickness and health ? " 

"To keep her, yes — bat not to keep the Cam- 
paigner," cries Mr. Pendeunis. "It is amoral bigamy, 
Laura, which you advocate, you wicked, immoral 
young woman ! " 

But Laura, though she smiled at this notion, would 
not be put oS from her first proposition. Turning to 
Clive, who was with us, talking over his doleful 
family circumstances, she took his hand and pleaded 
the cause of right and religion with sweet artless fer- 
vor. She agreed with us that it was a hard lot for 
Clive to bear. So much the nobler the task, and the 
fulfilment of duty in enduring it A few months too 
would put an end to hia trials. When his child was 
born Mrs. Mackenzie would take ber departure. It 
would even be Clive's dut^ to separate from her then, 
as it now was to humor his wife in her delicate con- 
dition, and to soothe the poor soul who had had a 
great deal of ill-health, of misfortune, and of domestic 
calamity to wear and shatter her. Clive acquiesced 
with a groan, but with & touching and generous resig- 
nation as we both thought. " She is right. Pen," he 
said. " I think your wife is always right. I will try, 
Laura, and bear my jmrt, God help me I I will do my 
duty, and strive my best to soothe and gratify my 
poor dear little woman. They will be making caps 
and things, and will not interrupt me in ray studio. 
Of nights I can go to Cllpstone Street and work at the 
Life. There 'b nothing like the Life, Pen. So you 
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see I Eha'n't be much at home except at meal-times, 
vhen by nature I ehall have my mouth full, and do 
opportunity of quarreUing with poor Mrs. Mack," 
Bo he went home, followed and cheered by the love 
and pity of my dear wife, and determined stoutly to 
bear this bea\'y yoke which fate had put on him. 

To do Mi3. Mackenzie justice, that lady backed np 
with all her might the statement which my wife hgul 
put forward, with a view of soothing poor CUtb, vit, 
that the residence of his mother-in-law in his house 
was only to be temporary. " Temporary 1 " cries Mis. 
Mack (who was kind enough to make a call on Mn. 
Pendennis, and treat that lady to a piece of her mind). 
" Do you suppose, Madam, that it could be otherwise? 
Do you suppose that worlds would induce me to stay 
in a house where I have received such treatment — 
where, after I and my daughter had been robbed of 
every shilling of our fortune, we are daily Insulted by 
Colonel Newcome and his son? Do you suppose, 
Ma'am, that I do not know that Olive's friends bale 
me, and give themselves airs and look down upou my 
darling eliild, and try and make differences between^ 
my sweet Rosey and me — Kosey who might bia 
been dead, or might have been starving, but that ' 
dear mother came to her rescue ? No, I would ne' 
stay. I loathe every day that I remain in the house 
— I would rather beg my bread — I would rather 
sweep the streets and starve — though, thank God, I 
have my pension as the widow of an officer in her 
Majesty's Service, and I can live upou that — ajid of 
that Colonel Newcome cannot rob me ; and when my 
darling love needs a mothei^'s care no longer, I will 
leave her. I will shake the dust off my feet and leave 
that house, I will — And Mr. Xewcome's friends may 
then sneer at me and abuse me, and blacken my 
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ctiild's heart towards me if thej choose. And I tliaak 
you, Mrs. I'endennis, for all your kindnas towards my 
daughter's family, and for the furniture which you 
have sent into the house, and for the trouble you have 
taken about our family arraugemeuts. It was for this 
I took the liberty of calling upon you, and I wish you 
a very good morning." So speaking, the Campaigner, 
left my wife ; and Mrs, Pendeuuis enacted the plead- 
ing scene with great spirit to her husband afterwards, 
concluding the whole with a splendid curtsy and toss 
of the head, such as Mrs. Mackenzie performed as 
her parting salute. 

Our dear Colonel had fled before her. He had 
acquiesced humbly with the decree of fate; and, 
lonely, old and beaten, marched honestly on the path 
of duty. It was a great blessing, he wrote to us, to 
him to think that in happier days and during many 
years he had been enabled to benefit his kind and ex- 
cellent relative. Miss Honeyman. He could thanks 
fully receive her hospitality now, and claim the kind- 
ness and shelter which this old friend gave him. No 
one could be more anxious to make him comfortable. 
The air of Brighton did him the greatest good; he 
had found some old friends, some old Bengalees there, 
with whom he enjoyed himself greatly, etc. How 
much did we, who knew his noble spirit, believe of 
this story ? To us Heaven had awarded health, hap- 
piness, competence, loving children, united hearts, and 
modest prosperity. To yonder good man, whose long 
life shone with benefactions, and whose career was 
bat kindness and honor, fate decreed poverty, dis- 
appointment, separation, a lonely old age. We bowed 
our heads, humiliated at the contrast of his lot and 
ours ; and prayed Heaven to enable us to bear our 
present good fortune meekly, and out evil days, if 



8<0 



THE NEWCOHBS. 



they shcmld come, vfith. such a, resignation 
good Christian showed. 

I forgot to say that oar attempts to better Tbomn~ 
Newcome's money affairs were quite in rain, ths 
Colonel insisting upon paying over every shilling trf 
his military allowances and retiring pension to the 
parties from whom ha had borrowed money preTioog 
to his bankruptcy. " Ah I what a good man that is,' 
says Mr. Sherrick with tears in his eyes, " what s 
noble fellow, sir. He would die rather than not pay 
every farthing over. He 'd starve, sir, that he would. 
The money ain't mine, sir, or, if it was, do you thinlc 
I 'd take it from the poor old boy ? No, sir ; by Jove 
I honor and revereoee him more now he ain't got a 
shilling in his pocket, than ever I did when we 
thought he was a rolling in money." 

My wife made one or two efforts at Sai 
visits in Howland Street, but waa received 1 
Clive with such a faint welcome, and by the Campaigf 
with so grim a countenance, so many sneers, innuen- 
does, insults almost, that Laura's charity was beaten 
back, and she ceased to press good oSices thus thank- 
lessly received. If Clive came to visit us, as he very 
rarely did, after an official question or two regarding ths 
health of his wife and child, no farther mention was 
made of his family affairs. His painting, be said, 
was getting on tolerably well ; he had work, scantily 
paid it is true, but work sufficient. He was reserved, 
uncommunicative, unlike the frank Clive of former 
times, and oppressed by hia circumstances, as it was 
easy to see. I did not press the confidence which he 
was unwilling to offer, and thought best to respect hia 
silence. I had a thousand affairs of my own ; who 
has not in London f If you die to-morrow, your 
dearest friend will feel for you a hearty pang of ■ 
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row, and go to his business as osual. I could divioe, 
but would not care to describe, the life which ray poor 
Clive was now leading; the vulgar misery, the sordid 
home, the cheerless toil, and lack of friendly com- 
panionship which darkened his kind soul. I wag 
glad Clive's lather was away. The Colonel wrote to 
us twice or thrice; could it be three months ago? 
bless me, how time flies I He was happy, he wrote, 
with Miss HoneymaD, who took the best care of him. 

Mention has been made once or twice in the course 
of this history of the Grey Friars school, — where 
the Colonel and Clive and I had been brought up, — 
an ancient foundation of the time of James I., still 
subsisting in the heart of London city. The death- 
day of the founder of the place is still kept solemnly 
by Cistercians. In their chapel, where assemble the 
boys of the school, and the fourscore old men of the 
Hospital, the founder's tomb stands, a huge edifice, 
emblazoned with heraldic decorations and clumsy, 
carved allegories. There is an old Hall, a beautiful 
specimen of the architecture of James's time ; an old 
Hall ? many old halls ; old staircases, old passages, 
old chambers decorated with old portraits, walking in 
the midst of which, we walk a it were in the early 
seventeenth century. To others than Cistercians, 
Grey Friars is a dreary place possibly. Nevertheless, 
the pupils educated there love to revisit it; and the 
oldest of us grow young again for an hour or two as 
we come back into those scenes of childhood. 

The custom of the school is, that on the 12th of 
December, the Founder's Day. the head gown-boy 
shall recite a Latin oration, in praise Fwidatoria 
Noatrt, and upon other subjects ; and a goodly com- 
pany of old Cisterciana is generally brought together 
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to attend this oration: after which we go to cbapd 
and hear a sermon ; after which we adjourn to a great 
dinner, where old coadisciplea meet, old toasts an 
given, and speeches are made. Before marchiug from 
the oratiott-hall to chapel, the stewards of the day's 
dinner, according to old-fashioned rite, Lave waods 
put into their hands, walk to church at the head of 
the procession, and sit there in places of honor. The 
boys are already in their seats, with smug fresh faces, 
and shining white collars ; the old black-gowned pen- 
sioners are on their benches j the chapel is lighted, 
and Founder's Tomb, with its grotesque carvings, 
monsters, heraldries, darkles and shines Tvith the 
most wonderful shadows and lights. There he lies, 
Fundator Noster, in hia ruff and gown, awaiting the 
great Examination Day. We oldsters, be we ever so 
old, become boys again as we look at that familiar old 
tomb, and think how the seats are altered since we 
were here, and how the doctor — not the present doc- 
tor, the doctor of <nir time — used to sit yonder, and 
his awful eye used to frighten us shuddering boys, on 
whom it lighted ; and how the boy next us woidd kick 
our shins during service time, and how the monitor 
would cane us afterwards because our shins were 
kicked. Yonder sit forty cherry-cheeked boys, think- 
ing about home and holidays to-morrow. Yonder ait 
some threescore old gentlemen pensioners of the hos- 
pital, listening to the prayers and the psalms. You 
hear them coughing feebly in the twilight, — the old 
reverend blaekgowns. Is Codd Ajax alive, you won- 
der ? — the Cistercian lads called these old gentlemen 
Codds, I know not wherefore — I know not wherefore 
— but is old Codd Ajax alive I wonder ? or Codd 
Soldier ? or kind old Codd Gentleman, or has the 
grave closed over them ? A. plenty of candlea light 
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up this chapel, and this scene of age aod youth, and 
early memories, and pompous death. How solemn 
the well-remembered prayers are, here uttered again 
in the place where in childhood we used to hear 
them 1 How beautiful and decorous the rite ; bow 
noble the ancient words of the supplications which 
the priest utters, and to which generations of fresh 
children and troops of bygone seniors have cried 
Amen! under those arches! The service for Foun- 
der's Day is a special one ; one of the psalms selected 
being the thirty-seventh, and we hear, — 

S3. Tbestepa of agoodnmn are ordered bythc Lonl, and he 
deligbteth in his way. 

84. Tbough he fall, he ahnll not be utterly cast down, for 
the Lord apholdeth him with hia hand. 

S5. I have been young, and now am old, yet have I not seen 
the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging their bread. 

As we came to this verse, I chanced to look up from 
my book towards the swarm of black-coated pen- 
Bioners: and amongst them — amongst them — sab 
Thomas Newcome. 

His dear old head was bent dovni over his prayer- 
boot ; there was no mistaking him. He wore the 
black gown of the petisionera of the Hospital of Grey 
Friars. His order of the Bath was on his breast. He 
stood there amongst the poor brethren, uttering the 
responses to the psalm. The steps of this good man 
had been ordered hither by Heaven's decree : to this 
alms-house I Here it was ordained that a life all love, 
and kindness, and honor, should end 1 I heard no 
more of prayers, and psalms, and sermon, after that. 
How dared I to be in a place of mark, and he, he yon- 
der among the poor ? Oh, pardon, you noble soul ! 
I ask forgivenesa of you for being of a world that haa 
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|0 treated you — you my better, you the htmest, ani 
gentle, aud good I I thought the service would aevet 
end, or the orgaiuEt's Toluntaries, or the preachu^ 
homily. 

The organ played us out of chapel at length, aai I 
waited in the ante-chapel until the peusioiurs look 
their turn tu quit it My dear, dear old friend '. I 
ran to him with a warmth and eagerness of revogai' 
tion which no doubt showed themselves io my (act 
and accents as my heart was moved at the si^ht of 
him. His own wan face flushed up when he saw me, 
and his band shook in mine. " I have found a home, 
Arthur," said he. "Don't you remember, before I 
went to India, when we came to sec the old Grey 
Friars, and visited Captain Scarsdale in his room ? — 
a poor brother like me — an old PcninBular man. 
Scarsdale is gone now, sir, and is where ' the wicked 
cease from troubling and the weary are at rest ; ' and 
I thought then, when we saw him, — ■ here would be a, 
plaee for an old fellow when his career was over, to 
hang his sword up ; to humble his soul, and to wait 
thankfxilly for the end, Arthur. My good frien^ 
Lord K., who is a Cistercian like ourselves, and has 
just been appointed a governor, gave me his first 
Qominatton. l>on't be agitated, Arthur, my boy, I 
ajn very happy. I have good quarters, good food, 
good light aud Are, and good friends; blessed be 
God I my dear kind young friend — my boy's frien4i 
you have always been so, sir; and I take It once 
monly kind of you, and I thank God for yoi 
Why, sir, I am as happy as the day is long." 
uttered words to this effect as we walked thrc 
the courts of the building towards his room, which! 
truth I found neat and comfortable, with a brisk $ 
firackling on the hearth ; a Uttle teartable lud a 
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Bible and epectacles by the side of it, and over the 

mantel-piece a drawing of Ma grandson by Clive. 

" Yon may come and sea me here, sir, whenever yoa 
like, and so may your dear wife and little ones, tell 
Laura, with my love; but you must not stay now, 
Yoa mu3t go back to your dinner." In vain I pleaded 
that I had no stomach for it. lie gave me a look, 
which seemed to say he desired to be alone, and I had 
to respect that order and leave him. 

Of course I came to him on the very next day ; 
though not with my wife and children, who were in 
truth absent in the country at Kosebury, where they 
were to pass the Christmas holidays ; and where, this 
Bohool-dinner over, 1 was to join them. On my seo- 
ond visit to Grey Friars my good friend entered more 
ftt length into the reasons why he had assumed the 
Poor Brother's gown; and I cannot say but that I 
acquiesced in bis reasons, and admired that noble 
humility and contentedness of which he gave me an 
example. 

"That which had caused Mm most grief and pain," 
lie said, " in the issue of that unfortunate bank, was 
the thought that poor friends of Ms had been iuduoed 
by his representations to invest their little capital in 
that speculation. Good Miss Honeyman, for instance, 
meaning no harm, and in all respects a most honest 
and kindly-dispoaed old lady, had nevertheless alluded 
more than once to the fact that her money had been 
thrown away ; and these allusions, sir, made her hoa- 
pitality somewhat hard to bear," said the Colonel. 
"At home — -at poor Clivy's, 1 mean — it was even 
worse," he continued. "Mrs. Mackenzie for months 
past, by her complaints, and — and her conduct, baa 
made my son and me so miserable — that flight before 
Iter, and into any refuge, wBia the best course. She too 
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does not mean ill. Pen. Do not waste any of yoar 
oaths upon that poor woman," he added, holding np 
his finger, and smiling sadlj. " She thinks I de- 
ceived her, though Heaven knows it was myself I 
deceived. She has great inflaence over Roaej'. Very 
few persons can resist that violent and headstrong 
woman, sir. I could not bear her reproaches, or my 
poor sick daughter, whom her mother leads almost 
entirely now, and it was with all this grief on my 
mind, that, a.'* I was walking one day upon Brighton 
cliff, I met my schoolfellow, my Lord H. — who has 
ever been a good friend of mine — and who told me 
how he had just been appointed a governor of Grey 
Friars. He asked me to dine with hiin on the next 
day, and would take no refusal. He knew of my pe- 
cuniary misfortunes, of course — and showed himself 
moat noble and liberal in hia offers of help. I was 
very much touched by his goodness, Pen, — and made 
a clean breast of it to his lordship ; who at first would i 
not hear of my coming to this place — and offered ma ' 
out of the purse of an old brother schoolfellow and an 
old brothpr soldier as much — as much as should last 
me my time. Was n't it noble of him, Arthur ? God 
bless him 1 There are good men in the world, sir, 
there are true friends, as I have found in these lat«r 
days. Do you know, sir," — here the old man's eyes 
twinkled, — "that Fred Bayham fixed up that book- 
case yonder — and brought me my little boy's picture 
to hang up? Boy and Cliva will come and see me 
Boon." 

" Do you mean they do not come ? " I cried. 

"They don't know I am here, sir," said the Colonel, 
with a sweet, kind smile. " They think I am visiting 
his lordship in Scotland. Ah ! they are good people ! 
When we had had our talk down stairs over our bottle 
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of claret — where my old commander-in-chief wonld 
not hear of my plan — we went up stairs to her lady- 
ship, who saw that her husband was disturbed, and 
asked the reason. I dare say it was the good claret 
that made me speak, sir; for I told her that I and her 
husband had had a dispute, and that I would take her 
ladyship for umpire. And then I told her the story 
over, that I had paid away every rupee to the credi- 
tors, and mortgaged my pensions and retiring allow- 
ances for the same end, that I was a burden upon 
Clivy. who had work enough, poor boy, to keep hia 
own family and his wife's mother, whom my impru- 
dence had irapoverished, — that here was an honorable 
asylum which my friend could procure for me, and 
was not that better than to drain his purse ? She 
was very much moved, sir — she is a very kind lady, 
though she passed for being very proud and haughty 
in India — so wrongly are people judged. And Lord 
H. said in his rough way, ' that, by Jove, if Tom New- 
come took a thing into his obstinate old head no one 
could drive it out.' And so," said the Colonel, with 
hia sad smile, " I had my own way. Lady H. was 
good enough to come and see me the very next day — . 
and do you know. Pen, she invited me to go and live 
with them for the rest of my life — made me the 
moat generous, the most delicate offers ? Hut I knew 
I was right, and held my own. I am too old to work, 
Arthur : and better here, whilst I am to stay, than 
elsewhere. Look ! all thia furniture came from H. 
House — and that wardrobe is full of linen, which 
she sent me. She has been twice to see me, and 
every officer in this hospital is as courteous to me aa 
if I had my fine house." 

I thought of the patlm we had heard on the previ- 
ous evening, and turned to it in the opened Bible, and 
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Pen, and those verses which you were reading when 
yoQ saw him, especially beautiful." 

" But in the presence of eighty old gentlemen, who 
have all come to decay, and have all had to beg their 
bread in a manner, don't yon think the clergyman 
might choose some other psalm ? " aska Mr. Pen- 
dennis. 

"They were not forsaken utterly, Arthur," says 
Mrs, Laura, gravely ; but rather declines to argiie the 
point raised by me ; namely, that the selection of that 
especial thirty-seventh psalm was not complimentary 
to those decayed old gentlemen. 

" AU the paalma are good, sir," ahe aaya, " and this 
one, of course, is included," and thus the discussion 
closed. 

I then fell to a description of Howland Street, and 
poor Clive, whom I had found there over hia work. 
A dubious maid scanned my appearance rather 
eagerly when I asked to see him. I found a picture- 
dealer chailering with him over a bundle of aketchea, 
and hia little boy, already pencil in hand, lying in 
one corner of the room, the sun playing about his yel- 
low hair. The child looked languid and pale, the 
father worn and ill. When the dealer at length took 
his bargains away, I gradually broke ray errand to 
Clive, and told him from whence I had*u3t come. 

He had thought hia father in Scotland with Lord 



; and was immensely moved with the n 
1 brought. 

" I have n't written to him for a month, 
pleasant lettera I have to write, Pen, and I ■ 
them pleaaant. Up, Tommykin, and put on your 
cap." Tommykin jumpa up. "Put on your cap, and 
tell them to take off your pinafore, and tell grand- 
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At that name Tommykin begina to cry. 

" Look at that ! " saya Clive, oommencing to s 

in the French language, which the child interrupts ly 
calling out in that tongue, " I speak &lso French, 
Papa." 

" Well, my child ! Tou will like to come out with 
papa, and Betsy can dress you," He flings off his 
own paint-stained shooting- jacket as he talka, takes a 
frock-coat out of a carved wardrobe, and a hat from 
a helmet on the shelf. Ha is no longer the handsome 
splendid boy of old times. Can that be Clive, with 
that haggard face and slouched handkerchief f "I 
am not the dandy I was. Pen," he says bitterly, 

A little voice is heard crying overhead — and giv- 
ing a kiud of gasp, the wretched father stops in some 
indifferent speech he was trying to make. " I can't 
help myself," he groans out ; " my poor wife is so ill, 
she can't attend to the child. Mrs. Mackenzie man- 
ages the house for me — and — here 1 Tommy, Tommy ! 
papa 'a coming 1 " Tommy has been crying again, 
and, flinging open the studio door, Clive calls out, and 
dashes up stairs. 

I hear scuffting, stamping, loud voices, poor Tom- 
my's scared little pipe — Clive's fierce objurgations, 
and the Campaigner's voice barking out — " Do, sir, 
do ! with my child suffering in the nest room. Be- 
have like a brute to me, do. He shall not go out 
He shall not have the hat " — " He shall " — *' Ah, 
ah ! " A scream is heard. It is Clive tearing t 
child's hat out of the Campaigner's hands, with 
which, and a flushed face, he presently rushes down 
stairs, bearing little Tommy on his shoulder. 

" You see what I am come to, Pen." he says with a 
heart-broken voice, trying, with hands all of a trem- 
ble, to tie the hat on the boy's head. He laughs fa 
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terly at the ill success of his endeavors. ^' Oh, you 
silly papa ! '' laughs Tommy, too. 

The door is flung open, and the red-faced Cam- 
paigner appears. Her face is mottled with wrath, 
her bandeaux of hair are disarranged upon her fore- 
head, the ornaments of her cap, cheap, and dirty, and 
numerous, only give her a wilder appearance. She is 
in a large and dingy wrapper, very different from the 
lady who had presented herself a few months back to 
my wife— ^ how different from the smiling Mrs. Mac- 
kenzie of old days I 

''He shall not go out of a winter day,' sir," she 
breaks out. " I have his mother's orders, whom you 
are killing. Mr. Pendennis ! " She starts, x>6rceiv- 
ing me for the first time, and her breast heaves, and 
she prepares for combat, and looks at me over her 
shoulder. 

^' You and his father are the best judges upon this 
point, Ma'am," says Mr. Pendennis, with a bow. 

^ The child is delicate, sir," cries Mrs. Mackenzie ; 
*< and this winter — " 

<< Enough of this," says Clive with a stamp, and 
passes through her guard with Tommy, and we de- 
scend the stairs, and at length are in the free street. 
Was it not best not to describe at full length this 
portion of poor Clive's history ? 
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AT ROSEBUBT. 

We have kcown our friend Florae under two a 
tocratic names, and might now salute him by a thin^ 
to whicli lie was entitled, although neither he nor bis 
wife ever chose to assume it. His father -was lately 
dead, and M. Paul de Florae might sign himself Duo 
d'lvry if he chose, but he was indifferent as to tha ' 
matter, and his wife's friends indignant at the idet 
tliat their kinswoman, after having been a Prinoeas, 
should descend to the rank of a mere Duchess. So ' 
Prince and Princess these good folks remained, being 
exoeptionfl to that order, inasmuch as their friend 
could certainly put their trust in thera. 

On his father's death Florae went to Paris, to settle 
the affairs of the paternal succession ;" and, having 
been for some time absent in his native country, re- 
turned to Eosebury for the winter, to resume that 
sport of which he was a distinguished amateur. He 
hunted in black during the ensuing season ; and, in- 
deed, henceforth laid aside hia splendid attire and his 
allures as a young man. His waist expanded, or was 
no longer confined by the cestus which had given it 
a shape. When he laid aside his black, his whiskers, 
too, went into a sort of half-mourning, and appeared in 
gray. " I make myself old, my friend," he said, 
pathetically ; " I have no more neither twenty yeaia 
nor forty." He went to Eosebury Church no more ; 
but, with great order and sobriety, drove every Sunday 
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to the neighboring Catholic chapel at C Castle. 
We had an ecclesiastic or two to dine with ub at 
Boaebuiy, one of whom I am inclined to think was 
Florae's director. 

A reason, perhaps, for Paul's altered demeanor waa 
the presendS of his mother at RoBebury. No polite- 
ness or respect could be greater than Paul's towards 
the Countess. Had she been a sovereign princess, 
Madame de Florae could not have been treated with 
more profound courtesy than she now received froni 
her son. I think the humble-minded lady could have 
dispensed with some of his attentions ; but Paul was 
a personage who demonstrated all his sentiments, and 
performed his various parts in life with the greatest 
vigor. As a man of pleasure, for instance, what more 
active ron^ than he ? As a jeune homme, who could 
be younger, and for a longer time ? As a country 
gentleman, or an homme d'affaires, he insisted upon 
dressing each character with the most rigid accuracy, 
and im exactitude that reminded one somewhat of 
BoufK, or Ferville, at the play. I wonder whether, 
when he ia quite old, he will think proper to wear a 
pigtail, like his old father ? At any rate, that was a 
good part which the kind fellow was now acting, of rev- 
erence towards his widowed mother, and affectionate 
respect for her declining days. He not only felt these 
amiable sentiments, but be imparted them to his friends 
freely, as his wont was. He used to weep freely, — 
quite unrestrained by the presence of tlie domestics, as 
English sentiment would be; — and when Madame de 
Florae quitted the room after dinner, would squeeze 
my hand and tell me, with streaming eyes, that his 
mother was an angeL " Her life has been but a long 
trial, my friend," he would say. "Shall not I, who 
have caused her to shed so many tears, endeavor to 
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dry some?" Of course, all the friends wlio liked 
him best encouraged him in an intention so pious. 

The reader has already been made aoquaiated with 
this lady by letters of hers, which came into my pos- 
session some time after the erents n'hich I am ac 
present narrating : my wife, through oar kind fileud, 
Colonel Newcome, had also had the honor of an intro- 
duction to Madame de Florae at Paris; and, on coming 
to Rosebury for the Christmas holidays, I fonnd Laura 
and the children greatly in favor with the good Coun- 
tess. She treated her son's wife with a perfect though 
distant courtesy. She was thankful to Madame de 
Montcontour for the latter's great goodness to hei 
son. Familiar with but very few persons she could 
scarcely be intimate n~ith hei homely daughter-in-law, 
Madame dc Montcontour stood in the greatest awe of 
her, and. to do that good lady justice, admired and 
reverenced Paul's mother with all her simple heart 
In truth, I think almost every one had a certain awe 
of Madame de Florae, except children, who came to 
her trustingly, and as it were, by instinct. The 
habitual melancholy of her eyes vanished as they 
li^'hti'd upon young fares and infantile smiles. A 
sweet love beamed out of her countenance : an angelic 
smile shone over her face, as she bent towards them 
and caressed them. Her demeanor then, nay, her 
looks and ways at other times; — a certain gracious 
sadness, a sympathy with all grie^ and pity for all 
pain ; a gentle heart, yearning towards all children ; 
and, for her own especially, feeling a love that was al- 
most an anguish ; in the affairs of the common world 
only a dignified acquiescence, as if her place was not in 
it, and her thoughts were in her Home elsewhere;^ 
these qualities, which we had seen exemplified in 
another life, Laura and her husband watched in 
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Hadfuoe de Florae, and we loved her because she waa 
like our mother. I see ia Bucli women — the good 
aud pure, the patient and faithful, the tried and meek 
— the followers of Him whose earthly life was 
dirinely sad and tender. 

But, good as she waa to us aud to all, Ethel ITew- 
eome was the French lady's greatest favorite. A 
bond of extreme tenderness and affection united 
these two. The elder friend made constaut visits to 
the younger at Newcome ; and when Miss Kewcome, 
as she frequently did, came to Roaebury, we used to 
Bee that they preferred to be alone, divining and re- 
specting the sympathy which brought those two faith- 
ful hearts together. I can imagine now the two tall 
forms slowly pacing the garden walks, or turning, 
as they lighted on the young ones iu their play. 
What waa their talk? I never asked it. Perhaps 
Ethel never said what was in her heart, though, be 
sure, the other knew it. Though the grief of those 
they love is untold, women hear it ; as they soothe 
it with unspoken oonsolatious. To see the elder lady 
embrace her friend as they parted waa something 
holy — a sort of saint-like salutation. 

Consulting the person from whom I had no secrets, 
we had thought best at first not to mention to our 
friends the place and position in which we had found 
our dear Colonel ; at least to wait for a fitting oppor- 
tunity on which we might break the news to those 
who held him in each affection. I tuld how Cliva 
waa hard at work, and hoped the best for him. Good- 
natured Madame de Montcontour was easily satisfied 
with ray replies to her questions concerning our 
friend. Ethel only asked if he and her uncle were 
well, and once or twice made inquiries respecting 
Bosey and her child. And now it was that my wifa 
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told me, what I Deed no longer keep secret, of Ethel's 
estreme anxiety to serve her distressed relatives, 
and how she, Laura, had already acted as iiiss New* 
come's almoner in furnishing and hiring those apart- 
ments which Ethel believed were occupied by CHra 
and hia father, and wife and child. And my wife 
farther informed me with what deep grief Ethel had 
heard of her uncle's misfortuue and how, but that 
she feared to offend his pride, she longed to give him 
assistance. She had even ventured to offer to send 
him pecuniary help ; but the Colonel (who never 
mentioned the circumstance to me or any other of 
Lis friends), in a kind but very cold letter, had de- 
clined to be beholden to his uiece for help. 

So I may have remained some days at BoseboT)', 
and the real position of the two Newcomes was un- 
known to our friends there, Christmas Eve was 
come, and, according to a long-standing promise, 
Ethel Kewcome and her two children had arrived 
from the Park, which dreary mausioa, since hia 
double defeat. Sir Barnes scarcely ever visited. 
Christmas was come, and Rosebury hall was decorated 
with holly. Florae did his best to welcome his 
friends, and strove to make the meeting gay, though 
in truth it was rather melancholy. The children, 
however, were happy : they had pleasure enongh, in 
the school festival, in the distribution of cloaks and 
blankets to the poor, and in Madame de Montcon* 
tour's gurdens, delightful and beautiful though winter 
vas there. 

It was only a family meeting, Madame de Florae's 
vidowhood not permitting her presence in large 
oompanies. Paul sat at his taUe between his mother 
■ltd Uts. Pendennis ; Mr, Penddtmis opposite to him 
vith Ethel and Madame de Montcontour on i 
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side. The four cliildren were placed between these 
peraonagea, on whom Madame de Florae looked with 
her tender glances, and to whose little wants the 
kindest of hosts ministered with uncommon good- 
nature and affection. He was very soft-hearted 
about children, "Pourquoi n'en avous-nons paa, 
Jeanne 7 Hi5 1 pourquoi n'en arons-nous pas ? " he 
said, addressing his wife by her Christian-name. 
The poor little lady looked kindly at her husband^ 
and then gave a sigh, and turned and heaped cake 
upon the plate of the child next to her. No mamma 
or Aunt Ethel could interpose. It was a very light 
wholesome cake. Brown made it on purpose for the 
children, " the little darlings 1 " cries the Princess. 

The children were very happy at being allowed to 
sit up so late to dinner, at all the kindly amusements 
of the day, at the holly and mistletoe clustering 
round the lamps — the mistletoe, under which the 
gallant Florae, skilled in all British usages, vowed 
he would have his privilege. But the mistletoe was 
clustered round the lamp, the lamp was over the 
centre of the great round table — the innocent grati- 
fication which he proposed to himself was denied to 
M. Paul. 

In the greatest excitement and good-humor, our 
host at the dessert made us ties speech. He carried 
a toast to the charming Ethel, another to the charm- 
ing Mistriss Laura, another to his good fren', hia 
brave frreu', his 'appy fren', Pendennis — *appy as 
possessor of such a wife, 'appy as writer of works 
destined to the immortality, etc., etc. The little chil- 
dren round about clapped their happy little hands, 
and laughed and crowed in chorus. And now the 
nursery and its guardians were about to retreat, when 
Florae said he had yet a speech, yet a toast — and he 
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bade the butler pour wine into every ooe's glaaa — 
yet a toast — and he carried it to the health of our 
dear friends, of Cllve and hia father, — the good, the 
brave Colonel ! « We who are happy," saya he, 
"shall we not think of those who are good? We 
who love each other, shall we not remember those 
whom we all love ? " He spoke with very great 
temlerneBS and feeling, "Ma bonne mere, tbou too 
ahalt drink this toast ! " he said, taking his mother's 
hand, and kissing it. She returned his caress gently, 
and tasted the wine with her pale lips. Etbel'e head 
bent in silence over her glass ; and, as for Laura, 
need I say what happened to her ? When the ladies 
went away my heart was opened to my friend Florae, 
and I told him where and how I had left my dear 
Clive's father. 

The Frenchman's emotion on hearing this tale wm 
euch that I have loved him ever since. Clive in want! 
Why had he not sent to hia friend ? Grands Dienx 1 
Clive who had helped liija in his greatest distress. 
Clive's father, ee preux chevalier, ee parfait gentSr 
homme! In a hundred rapid exclamations Florae ex- 
hibited his sympathy, asking of Fate, why such men 
as he and I were sitting surrounded by splendors — 
before golden vasea — crowned with flowers — with 
valets to kisa our feet — (these were merely figures 
of speech in which Paul espresaed his prosperity) — 
whilst our friend the Colonel, so much better than we, 
spent his last days in poverty, and alone. 

I liked my host none the leas, I own, because that 
one of the conditions of the Colonel's present life, 
which appeared the hardest to most people, affected 
Florae but little. To be a Penaioner of an Ancient 
Institution 1 Why not ? Might not any officer re- 
tire witliout shame to the Invalides at the close of h~ 
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campaigns, and had not Fortune conquered our old 
f riend, and age and disaster overcome him ? It never 
once entered Thomas Newcome's head, nor Olive's, nor 
Florae's, nor his mother's, that the Colonel demeaned 
himself at all by accepting that bounty ; and I recol* 
lect Warrington sharing our sentiment and trolling 
out those noble lines of the old poet : — 

** His golden locks Time hath to silver tamed ; 

Time too swift, swiftness never ceasing ! 
His youth 'gainst time and age hath ever spumed, 

Bat spumed in vain : youth waneth by increasing. 
Beauty, strength, youth, are flowers but fading seen. 
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green. 

^ His helmet now shall make a hive for bees, 
And lovers' songs be turned to holy psalms ; 
A man at arms must now serve on his knees, 
And feed on prayers, which are old age's alms." 



These, I say, respected our friend, whatever was 
the coat he wore ; whereas, among the Colonel's own 
kinsfolk, dire was the dismay, and indignation even, 
which they expressed when they came to hear of this 
what they were pleased to call degradation to their 
family. Mrs. Hobson Kewcome, in subsequent confi- 
dential communication with the writer of these me- 
moirs, improved the occasion religiously as her wont 
was ; referred the matter to Heaven too, and thought 
fit to assume that the celestial powers had decreed 
this humiliation, this dreadful trial for the Newcome 
family, as a warning to them all that they should not 
be too much puffed up with prosperity, nor set their 
affections too much upon things of this earth. Had 
they not already received one chastisement in Barnes's 
punishment, and Lady Clara's awful falling away ? 
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They had taught her a lesson, which the Colonel's 
lainentahle errors had confirmed, — the vanity of tnist- 
ing in all earthly grandeurs ! Thua it was this worthy 
woman plumed herself, as it were, on her relatives' 
misfortunes ; and was pleased to think the Uttet were 
designed for tlie special warning and advantu^ of her 
private family. But Mrs. Hobson's philosophy is only 
mentioned by the way. Our story, wliich is drawing 
to its close, has to busy itself with other members of 
the house of The Newcomes. 

My talk with Florae lasted for some time ; at its 
close, when we went to join the ladies in the drawing- 
room, we found Ethel cloaked and shawled, and pre- 
pared for her departure with her young ones, who 
were already asleep. The little festival was over, and 
had ended in melancholy — even in weeping. Oar 
hostess sat in her accustomed seat by her lamp and 
her work-table ; but neglecting her needle, she was 
having perpetual recourse %o her pocket-handkerchief, 
and uttering ejaculations of pity between the inte^ 
vals of her gushes of tears. Madame de Florae was 
in her usual place, her head cast downwards, and her 
hands folded. My wife was at her side, a grave 
commiseration showing itself in Laura's countenanoet 
whilst I read a yet deeper sadness in Etbel'a pala 
face. Miss Newcome's carriage had been annoimced; 
the attendants had already carried the young ones 
asleep to the vehicle ; and she was in the act of tak- 
ing leave. We looked round at this disturbed party, 
guessing very likely what the subject of their talk had 
been, to which, however, Miss Ethel did not allude [ 
but, announcing that she had intended to depart wiUi- 
out disturbing the two gentlemen, she bade ua fart- 
well and good night "I wish I could say Merry 
Christmas," she added gravely, " but none of ns, I 
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fear, can hope for that." It was evident that Laura 
had told the last chapter of the Colonel's story. 

Madame de Florae rose up and embraced Miss New- 
come : and, that farewell over, she sank back on the 
sofa exhausted, and with such an expression of afflic- 
tion in her countenance that my wife ran eagerly 
towards her. ''It is nothing, my dear," she said, 
giving a cold hand to the younger lady, and sat silent 
for a few moments, during which we heard Florae's 
voice without, crying " Adieu I " and the wheels of 
Miss Newcome's carriage as it drove away. 

Our host entered a moment afterwards; and re- 
marking, as Laura had done, his mother's pallor and 
look of anguish, went up and spoke to her with the 
utmost tenderness and anxiety. 

She gave her hand to her son, and a faint blush 
rose up out of the past as it were, and trembled upon 
her wan cheek. " He was the first friend I ever had 
in the world, Paul," she said ; " the first and the best. 
He shall not want, shall he, my son ? " 

No signs of that emotion in which her daughter-in- 
law had been indulging were as yet visible in Madame 
de Florae's eyes ; but, as she spoke, holding her son's 
hand in hers, the tears at length overflowed; and, 
with a sob, her head fell forwards. The impetuous 
Frenchman flung himself on his knees before his 
mother, uttered a hundred words of love and respect 
for her, and with tears and sobs of his own called 
God to witness that their friend should never want. 
And so this mother and son embraced each other, and 
clung together in a sacred union of love ; before which 
we who had been admitted as spectators of that scene, 
stood hushed and respectful. 

That night Laura told me how, when the ladies left 
nS; their talk had been entirely about the Colonel and 
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$ownign, have long obliterated the just feelings of displeasnre 
with which I conld not but view his early disobedience and 
misbehavior^ before he quitted England against my will, and 
entered the military service. 

''I beg you to prepare immediately a codicil to my will, 
providing for the above bequests ; and desire that the amount 
of these legacies should be taken from the property bequeathed 
to my eldest son. You will be so good as to prepare the nec- 
essary document, and bring it with you when you come, on 

Saturday, to 

** Yours very truly, 

*^ Sophia Albthxa Nbwcomb. 

"Tuesday night" 

I gave back the paper with a sigh to the finder. 
''It is but a wish of Mrs. Newcome, my dear Miss 
Ethel/' I said. "Pardon me, if I say, I think I know 
your elder brother too well to suppose that he will 
fulfil it.'' 

''He toill fulfil it, sir, I am sure he will," Miss 
Kewcome said, in a haughty manner. " He would do 
as much without being asked, I am certain he would, 
did he know the depth of my dear uncle's misfortune. 
Barnes is in London now, and — " 

" And you will write to him ? I know what the 
answer will be." 

" I will go to him this very day, Mr. Pendennis I I 
will go to my dear, dear uncle. I cannot bear to think 
of him in that place," cried the young lady, the tears 
starting into her eyes. " It was the will of Heaven. 
Oh, God be thanked for it I Had we found my grand- 
mamma's letter earlier, Barnes would have paid the 
legacy immediately, and the money would have gone 
in that dreadful bankruptcy. I will go to Barnes 
to-day. Will you come with me ? Won't you come 
to your old friends ? We may be at his, — at Olive's 
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house this evening ; and oh, praise be to God ! there 
lie«d be no more want in his family." 

" My dear friend, I will go with you round the 
world on such an errand," I said, kissing her band. 
How beautiful she looked ! the generous color rose in 
her face, her voice thrilled with happiness. The 
music of Christmas church bells leaped up at this 
moment with joyful gratulations ; the face of the old 
house, before which we stood talking, shone out in 
the morning sun. 

" You will come ? thank you 1 I must run and tell 
Madame de Florae," cried the happy young lady, and 
we entered the house together. " How came yoa to 
be kissing Ethel's hand, sir; and what is the meaning 
of this early visit ? " asks Jlrs. Laura, as soon as X 
had returned to my own apartments. 

"Martha, get me a carpet-bag I I am going to Lon- 
don in an hour," cries Mr. Peudennis. If I had kissed 
Ethel's hand just now, delighted at the news which 
she brought to me, was not one a thousand times 
dearer to me, as happy as her friend ? I know who 
prayed with a thankful heart that day as we sped, in 
the almost solitary train, towards London. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

IK WHICH THB AUTHOB GOES ON A PLEASANT 

ERSAND. 

Before I parted with Miss Kewcome at the station, 
she made me promise to see her on the morrow at an 
early hour at her brother^s house ; and having bidden 
her farewell and repaired to my own solitary residence, 
which presented but a dreary aspect on that festive 
day, I thought I would pay Rowland Street a visit ; 
and, if invited, eat my Christmas dinner with Clive. 

I found my friend at home, and at work still, in 
spite of the day. He had promised a pair of pictures 
to a dealer for the morrow. " He pays me pretty well, 
and I want all the money he will give me, Pen," the 
painter said, rubbing on at his canvas. '' I am pretty 
easy in my mind since I have become acquainted with 
a virtuous dealer. I sell myself to him, body and 
soul, for some half-dozen pounds a week. I know I 
can get my money, and he is regularly supplied with 
his pictures. But for Eosey's illness we might carry 
on well enough." 

Eosey's illness ? I was sorry to hear of that : and 
poor Clive, entering into particulars, told me how he 
had spent upon doctors rather more than a fourth of 
his year's earnings. ''There is a solemn fellow to 
whom the women have taken a fancy, who lives but a 
few doors off in Gower Street 5 and who, for his last 
sixteen visits, has taken sixteen pounds sixteen shill- 
ings out of my pocket with the most admirable gravity, 
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and as if guineas grew there. He talks the fashions 
to my mother-in-law. My poor wife hangs ou every 
word he says — Look 1 There is his carriage coioiiig 
up now ! and there is his fee, confound him 1 " aaya 
Clive, casting a rueful look towards a little packet 
lying upon the mantel-piece, by the side of tliat 
skiuned figure in plaster of Paris which we have seen 
in most studios. 

I looked out of window and saw a certain Fashion- 
able Doctor tripping out of his chariot ; that Ladies' 
Delight, who has subsequeDtly migrated from Blooms- 
bury to BelgraWa ; and who has his polite foot now 
in a thousand nurseries and boudoirs. What ConfM- 
sors were in old times, Quackenboss and his like are 
in our Protestant country. What secrets they know ! 
into what mystic chambers do they not enter ! I sup- 
pose the Campaigner made a special toilet to receive 
her fashionable friend, for that lady, attired in cod- 
siderable splendor, and with the precious jewel on her 
head, which I remembered at Boulogne, came into the 
studio two miimtes after the Doctor's visit was an- 
nounced; and made him a low curtsy. I eamiot 
describe the overpowering civilities of that woman. 

Clive was very gnuiious and humble to her. Ho 
adopted a lively air in addressing her. " Must work, 
you know, Christmas Day and all — for the owner of 
the pictures will call for them in the morning. Bring 
me a good report about Bosey, Mrs. Mackenzie, please, 
— and if you will have the kindness to look by the 
icoTchi there, you will see that little packet which I 
have left for you." Mrs. Mack, advancing, took the 
money. I thought that plaster of Paris figure was not 
the only ioorohi in the room. 

" I want you to stay to dinner. Yon mnst stay, 
Fen, please," cried Clive ; " and be civil to her, will 
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you? My dear old father is ooming to dine here. 
They fancy that he has lodgings at the other end of 
the town, and that his brothers do something for him. 
Not a word about Grey Friars. It might agitate 
Eosey, you know. Ah ! is n't he noble, the dear old 
boy! and isn't it fine to see him in that place?" 
Glive worked on as he talked, using up the last rem- 
nant of the light of Christmas Day, and was cleaning 
his palette and brushes, when Mrs. Mackenzie returned 
to us. 

Darling Bosey was very delicate, but Doctor Quack* 
enboss was going to give her the very same medicine 
which had done the charming young Duchess of Clack'- 
mannanshire so much good, and he was not in the 
least disquiet. 

On this I cut into the conversation with anecdotes 
concerning the family of the Duchess of Clackmannan- 
shire, remembering early days, when it used to be my 
sport to entertain the Campaigner with anecdotes of 
the aristocracy, about whose proceedings she still main* 
tained a laudable curiosity. Indeed, one of the few 
books escaped out of the wreck of Tyburn Gardens 
was a " Peerage," now a well-worn volume, much read 
by Eosey and her mother. 

The anecdotes were very politely received — per- 
haps it was the season which made Mrs. Mack and 
her son-in-law on more than ordinarily good terms. 
When, turning to the Campaigner, Clive said he wished 
that she could persuade me to stay to dinner, she ac- 
quiesced graciously and at once in that proposal, and 
vowed that her daughter would be delighted if I could 
condescend to eat their humble fare. ^' It is not such 
a dinner as you have seen at her house, with six side- 
dishes, two flanks, that splendid ipargne, and the 
silver dishes top and bottom ; but such as my Rosey 
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Kaa slie offers vitli a willing heart," cries the 
Campaigner. 

" And Tom may sit to dinner, may n't he, Grand- 
mamma ? " aeks CliTe, in a humble voice. 

" Oh, if you wish it, air," 

"His grandfather will like to sit by him," said 
Cliye, " I will go out and meet him ; he comes 
through GuUdford Street and Russell Square," says 
Clive. "Will you walk, Pen?" 

"Oh, pray don't let us detain you," says Mis. 
Mackenzie, with a toss of her head ; and when she 
retreated Glive whispered that she would not want 
me ; for she looked to the roasting of the beef and 
the making of the pudding and the mincc-pie. 

" I thought she might have a finger in it," I said ; 
and we set forth to meet the dear old father, who 
presently came, walking very slowly, along the line 
by which we expected Imn. His stick trembled as it 
fell on the pavement ; so did his voice, hs he called 
out Olive's name : so did his hand, as he strctohed it 
to me. His body was bent, and feeble. Twenty 
years ha<! not weakened him so much as the last 
score of months. I walked by the side of my two 
friends as they went onwards, linked lovingly to- 
gether. How I longed for the morrow, and hoped 
they might he united once morel Thomas New- 
come's voice, once so grave, went np to a treble, and 
became almost childish, as he asked after Boy. His 
white hair hung over his collar. I could see it by 
the gas under which we walked — and Clive's great 
back and arm, as his father leaned on it, and his 
brave face turned towards the old man. O Barnes 
Newcome, Barnes I^ewcome ! Be an honest man for 
once, and help your kinsfolk ! thought I. 

The Christmas meal went oS in a friendly maonei 
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enough. The Campaigner's eyes were everywhere; 
it was evident that the little maid who served the 
dinner, and had cooked a portion of it under their 
keen supervision, cowered under them, as well as 
other folks. Mrs. Mack did not make more than ten 
allusions to former splendors during the entertain- 
menty or half as many apologies to me for sitting 
down to a table very different from that to which I 
was accustomed. Grood, faithful F. Bayham was the 
only other guest. He complimented tiie mince-pies, 
so that Mrs. Mackenzie owned she had made them. 
The Colonel was very silent, but he tried to feed Boy, 
and was only once or twice sternly corrected by the 
Campaigner. Boy, in the best little words he could 
muster, asked why grandpapa wore a black cloak ? 
Clive nudged my foot under the table. The secret 
of the Poor Brothership was very nearly out. The 
Colonel blushed, and with great presence of mind 
said he wore a cloak to keep him warm in winter. 

Bosey did not say much. She had grown lean and 
languid : the light of her eyes had gone out : all her 
pretty freshness had faded. She ate scarce anything, 
though her mother pressed her eagerly, and whis- 
pered loudly that a woman in her situation ought to 
strengthen herself. Poor Eosey was always in a 
situation. 

When the cloth was withdrawn, the Colonel bend- 
ing his head said, '* Thank God for what we have re- 
ceived," so reverently, and with an accent so touching, 
that Fred Bayham's big eyes as he turned towards 
the old man filled up with tears. When his mother 
and grandmother rose to go away, poor little Boy 
cried to stay longer, and the Colonel would have 
meekly interposed, but the domineering Campaigner 
cried, '^ Nonsense, let him go to bed ! " and flounced 
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him out of the rcx>iii : and nobody appealed a 
that sentence. Then we four remaiaed, and strovB 
to talk as cheerfully as we might, speaking now of 
old times, and presently of new. Without the slight- 
est affectation, Thomas Newcome told us that his 
life was comfortable, and that he was happy in it 
He wished that many others of the old gentlemen, he 
fiaid, were as contented as himself, bnt some of them 
grumbled sadly, he owned, and quarrelled with their 
bread and butter. He, for his part, had everything 
he could desire : all the officers of the establishment 
were most kiud to Mm ; an excellent physician came 
to him when wanted ; a most attentive woman waited 
on him. " And if I wear a black gown," said he, " is . 
not that uniform as good as another ? and if we have 
to go to clmrch every day, at which some of the Poor 
Brothers grumble, I think an old fellow can't do bet- 
ter; and I can say my prayers with a thankful heart, 
Clivy my boy, and should be quite happy but for my 
— for my past imprudence, God forgive me. Think 
of Bayhiim here coming to our chapel to-day! — he 
often comes — tliat was very right, sir — vifry right." 

Clive, tilling a glass of wine, looked at F. B. with 
eyes that said God bless you. F. B. gulped down 
another bumper. "It is almost a Merry Christmas," 
said I i " and oh, I hope it will be a Happy New 
Tear." 

Shortly after nine o'clock the Colonel rose to de- 
part, saying he must be " in barracks " by ten ; and 
Clive and F. B, went a part of the way with him. I 
would have followed them, but Clive whispered me to 
stay, and talk to Mrs. Mack, for Heaven's sake, and 
that he would be back erelong. So I went and took 
tea with the two ladies; and as we drank it, Mrs. 
&ia«keuzie took occasion to tell me she did not know 
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what amount of income the Colonel had from his 
weaMhy hrotJiery but that ihey never leceived any bene- 
fit from it; and again she computed to me all the 
sums, principal and interest, which ought at that mo- 
ment to belong to her darling Eosey. Bosey niow and 
again made a feeble remark. She did not seem 
pleased or sorry when her husband came in ; and 
presently, dropping me a little curtsy, went to bed 
under charge of the Campaigner. So Bayham and I 
and Clive retired to the studio, where smoking was 
allowed, and where we brought that Christmas Day 
to an end. 

At the appointed time on the next forenoon I called 
upon Miss Kewcome at her brother's house. Sir 
Barnes Newcome was quitting his own door as I en- 
tered it, and he eyed me with such a severe counte- 
nance, as made me augur but ill of the business upon 
which I came. The expression of Ethel's face was 
scarcely more cheering : she was standing at the win- 
dow, sternly looking at Sir Barnes, who yet lingered 
at his own threshold, having some altercation with 
his cab-boy ere he mounted his vehicle to drive into 
the City. 

Miss Newcome was very pale when she advanced 
and gave me her hand. I looked with some alarm 
into her face, and inquired what news ? 

^ It is as you expected, Mr. Pendennis," she said 
— ''not as I did. My brother is averse to making 
restitution. He just now parted from me in some 
anger. But it does not matter ; the restitution must^ 
be made, if not by Barnes, by one of our family- 
must it not ? " 

^ Cod bless you for a noble creature, my dear, dear 
Hiss Newcome ! " was all I could say. 

^For doing what is right? Ought I not to do it? 
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I am tlie eldest of our familj after Barnes : I am the 
richest after him. Our father left all his younger 
ebildren the very sum of money which Mra, yewcome 
here devisea to Clive ; and you know, besides, I have 
all my grandmother's, Lady Kew'a property. Why, I 
don't think I could sleep if this act of justie« were 
not done. Will you come with me to my lawyer's 1 
He and my brother Barnes are trustees of my property ; 
and I Lave been thinking, dear Mr. Pendemiis — and 
you are very good to be ao kiud, and to express so 
kind an opinion of me, and you and Laura have al- 
ways, always been the best friends to me " — (she 
Bays this, taking one of my hands and placing her 
other hand over it) — "I have been thinking, you 
know, that this transfer bad better be made through 
Mr. Luce, you understand, and as coming from the 
family, and then I need not appear in it at all, you see; 
and — and my dear good uncle's pride need not be 
wounded." She fairly gave way to tears as she 
spoke — and for me, I longed to kiss the hem of her 
robe, or anything else she would let me embraee, I 
was so happy, and so touched by the simple demeanor 
and affection of the noble young lady. 

"Dear Ethel," I said, "did 1 not say I would go to 
the end of the world with you — and won't I go to 
Lincoln's Inn?" 

A cab was straightway sent for, and in another 
half-hour we were in the presence of the courtly 
little old Mr. Luce, in his chambers in Lincoln's Inn 
rields. 

He knew the late Mrs. Jfewcome'a handwriting at 
once. He remembered having seen the little boy at 
the Hermitage, had talked with Mr. Xewcome regard- 
ing his son in India, and had even encouraged Mr& 
Newcome in her idea of leaving some token of g 
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will to the latter. "I was to have dined with your 

grandmamma on the Saturday^ with my poor wife. 

Why, bless my soul! I remember the circumstance i 

perfectly well, my dear young lady. There can't be a 

doubt about the letter, but of course the bequest is no 

bequest at all, and Colonel Newcome has behaved so 

ill to your brother that I suppose Sir Barnes will not 

go out of his way to benefit the Colonel." 

" What would you do, Mr. Luce ? '' asks the young 
lady. 

"Hml And pray why should I tell you what I 
should do under tiie circumstances ? " replied the 
little lawyer. "Upon my word, Miss Newcome, I 
think I should leave matters as they stand. Sir 
Barnes and I, you are aware, are not the very best of 
friends — as your father's, your grandmother's old 
friend and adviser, and your own too, my dear young 
lady, I and Sir Barnes Newcome remain on civU 
terms. But neither is overmuch pleased with the 
other, to say the truth; and, at any rate, I cannot be 
accused — nor can any one else that I know of — ot 
being a very warm partisan of your brother's. But 
candidly, were his case mine — had I a relation who 
had called me unpleasant names, and threatened me I 
don't know with what, with sword and pistol — who 
had put me to five or six thousand pounds' expense 
in contesting an election which I had lost, — I should 
give him, I think, no more than the law obliged me 
to give him ; and that, my dear Miss Newcome, is not 
one farthing." 

" I am very glad you say so," said Miss Newcome, 
rather to my astonishment. 

** Of course, my dear young lady ; and so you need 
not be alarmed at showing your brother this docu- 
ment. Is not that the point about which you came to 
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eonntltBM? Toairish that I should prepare him C 
the awfvl disoUwate, do yoa cot ? You know, p» . 
faa{», that he does not like to part with his mon^, 
and thought the appeanmoe of thi^ note might agitata . 
him ! It ha be«ii a long time coming to its addroi^ j 
bat nothing can be done, don 't you see ? and be aati 
Sir Barnes Newcome iriU not be the least agitated | 
when I t^U him its contents." 

"I mean I am very glad you think my brother k- 
not called upon to obey Mrs. Newcome'3 wishes, ha- ' 
cause I need not thiuk so hardly of him aa I was di» \ 
posed to do," Miss 2f ewcoioe said. " I shoved hist • 
the paper this morning, and he repelled it with swnii • 
and not kind words parsed between ns, Mr. Luce, aai ^ 
unkind thoughts remained In my mind. But if ht, < 
yon think, is justified, it is I who have hcea in tlu 
wrong for saying that he was self— for upbraidiag 1 
him as I own I did." 

"You called him selfish 1 — You had words wiih 
him! Such things have happened before, my deac^ 
Misfl Newcome, in the beat regulated families." 

*' But if he is not wrong, sir, holding his opinion^ 
surely I should be wrong, sir, with mine, not to do aa 
my conscience tells me ; and having found this pfipei 
only yesterday at Seweome, in the library there, in 
one of my grandmother's books, I consulted with thia 
gentleman, the husband of my dearest friend, Mrs, 
Pendennis — the most intimate friend of my unci* 
and cousin Clive ; and I wish, and I desire and insi^ 
that my share of what my poor father left us girl* 
should be given to my cousin, Mr. Clive Newcome, in 
accordance v:it\i my grandmother's dying wishes." 

" My dear, you gave away your portion to yoM 
brothers and sisters ever so long ago ! " cried (^ 
lawyer. 
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^'I deairei sir, that six thousand pounds may be 
giren to my oousin,'' Miss Newcome said, blushing 
deeply. ^ My dear uncle, the best man in the world, 
whom I love with all my heart, sir, is in the most 
dreadful poverty. Do you know where he is, sir? 
My dear, kind, generous uncle I '' — and, kindling as 
she spoke, and with eyes beaming a bright kindness, 
and flushing cheeks, and a voice that thrilled to the 
heart of those two who heard her. Miss Newcome went 
on to tell of her uncle's and cousin's misfortunes, and 
of her wish, under Gtod, to relieve them. I see before 
me now the figure of the noble girl as she speaks ; the 
pleased little old lawyer, bobbing his white head, look- 
ing up at her with his twinkling eyes — patting his 
knees, patting his snuff-box — as he sits before his 
tapes and his deeds, surroxmded by a great background 
of tin boxes. 

<' And I understand you want this money paid as com- 
ing from the family, and not from Miss Newcome ? " 
says Mr. Luce. 

"Coming from the fiunily — exactly" — answers 
Miss Newcome. 

Mr. Luce rose up from his old chair — his worn-out 
old horse-hair chair — where he had sat for half a cen- 
tury and listened to many a speaker very different 
from this one. " Mr. Pendennis," he said, " I envy 
you your journey along with this young lady. I envy 
you the good news you are going to carry to your 
friends — and, Miss Newcome, as I am an old — old 
gentleman who have known your family these sixty 
years, and saw your father in his long clothes, may I 
tell you how heartily and sincerely I — I love and 
respect you, my dear ? When should you wish Mr. 
Clive Newcome to have his legacy ? " 

"I think I should like Mr. Pendennis to have it 
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this instant, Mr. Luce^ please," said the young lady — 
and her veil dropped over her face as she bent her 
head down, and clasped her hands together for a 
moment, as if she were praying. 

Mr. Luce laughed at her impetuosity ; but said that 
if she was bent upon having the money, it was at her 
instant service; and, before we left the room, Mr. 
Luce prepared a letter, addressed to Clive Newcome, 
Esquire, in which he stated, that amongst the books 
of the late Mrs. Newcome a paper had only just been 
found, of which a copy was enclosed, and that the 
family of the late Sir Brian Newcome, desirous to do 
honor to the wishes of the late Mrs. Newcome, had 
placed the sum of £ 6,000 at the bank of Messrs. H. 

W J at the disposal of Mr. Clive Newcome, of whom 

Mr. Luce had the honor to sign himself the most 
obedient servant, etc. And, the letter approved and 
copied, Mr. Luce said Mr. Pendennis might be the 
postman thereof, if Miss Newcome so willed it : and, 
with this document in my pocket, I quitted the 
lawyer's chambers, with my good and beautiful young 
companion. 

Our cab had been waiting several hours in Lincoln's 
Inn Fields, and I asked Miss Ethel whither I now 
should conduct her ? 

« Where is Grey Friars ? '' she said. " May n't I 
go to see my uncle ? " 



CHAPTEE XXIX. 

IN WHICH OLD FBISKD8 COME TOGETHER. 

We made the ascent of Snowhill, we passed by the 
miry pens of Smithfield ; we travel through the street 
of 8t John, and presently reach the ancient gateway, 
in Cistercian Square, where lies the old Hospital of 
Orey Friars. I passed through the gate, my fair 
young companion on my arm, and made my way to 
the rooms occupied by Brother Newcome. 

As we traversed the court the Poor Brothers were 
coming from dinner. A couple of score, or more, of 
old gentlemen in black gowns, issued from the door 
of their refectory, and separated over the court, be- 
taking themselves to their chambers. Ethel's arm 
trembled under mine as she looked at one and another, 
expecting to behold her dear uncle's familiar features. 
But he was not among the brethen. We went to his 
chamber, of which the door waa open : a female atten- 
dant was arranging the room; she told us Colonel 
Newcome was out for the day, and thus our journey 
had been made in vain. 

Ethel went round the apartment and surveyed its 
simple decorations ; Bhe looked at the pictures of 
Clive and his boy ; the two sabres crossed over the 
mantel-piece, the Bible laid on the table, by the old 
latticed window. She walked slowly up to the hum- 
ble bed, and sat down on a chair near it. No doubt 
her heart prayed for him who slept there ; she turned 
round where his black Pensioner's cloak was hanging 
VOL. XV.— 26 
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you ; and that be is a better jodg? than job, or tt{ 
one else, of his own honor. We all, who loned hil 
in his prosperity, love and respect Mm more tliil 
ever for the meaner in which be bears hi< miaiiH 
tune. Do }-«u suppose that his noble friend, the fti 

of H . would have oouoaeUed him to a step U 

worthy of a gentleman ; that the Prince de MoDtflOV 
tour would applaud his condoet &s he does if be dU 
not think it admirable?" I can hardly aay vitf 
what seorn I used this argument, or what depth ri 
contempt I felt for the woman whom I knew it -b^mU 
influ'^uce. " And at this minute," I added, •" I hMI 
come from viaiting the Grey Friars with ooe d 
the Colonel's relatives, whose love and respect fbc 
him is Ixjundlesa ; who longs to be reconciled to faia, 
and who is waiting below, eager to shake his basdi 
and embrace Clive's wife." 

" Who is that ? " says the Colonel, looking gcntb 
ap, as be pats Boy's head. • 

" Who ia it, Pen ? " says Clive. I said in « Itffl 
voice " Ethel ; " and starting up and crying " Ethdl 
Ethel ! ■' he ran from the room. 

Little Jlrs. Rosey stnrted np too on her sofa, 
clutching hold of the tal)le-«over with her lean hand, 
and the two red spots on her cheeks burning more 
fiercely than ever. I could see what passion wss 
beating in that poor little heart. Heaven help nsl 
what a resting place had friends and parents prepared 
for it ! 

" Miss Neweomo, is it ? My darling Eosey, get on 
your shawl ! " cried the Campaigner, a grim smile 
lighting her face. 

" It is Ethel ; Ethel ia my nieoe. I nsed to lov^ 
her when she was quite a little girl," says the Colonel, 
patting Boy on the head ; " and she is a very good, 
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beautiful little child — a very good child." The tor- 
ture had been too much for that kind old heaxt: 
th^ie weiB times whea Thomas Kewoome passed be- 
yond it What still maddeued Clive, excited his 
father no more; the paiu joudei woman inflicted, 
only felled aud stupefied him. 

As the door opened, the little white-headed child 
trotted forward towards the visitor, aud Ethel en- 
tered on Clive's arm, who was as haggard and jjale as 
death. Little Boy, looking up at the stately lady, 
still followed beside her, as she approached her uncle, 
who remained sitting, bis head beut to the grouiid. 
Hia thoughts were elsewhere. Indeed, he was fol- 
lowing the child, and about to caress it again. 

" Here is a friend, Father ! " saya Clive, laying a 
hand on the old man'a shoulder. " It is I, Ethel, 
Uncle 1 " the young lady said, taking his haud ; aud 
kneeling down between his knees, she flung her atma 
round him, and kissed him, and wept on his shoulder. 
His coQSoiousiiesa had quite leturned ere an lustant 
was over. He embraced her with the warmth of his 
old affection, uttering many brief words of love, 
kindness, and tendcinesa, such as men speak when 
strongly moved. 

The little boy had come wondering up to the chair 
whilst this embrace took place, and Clive's tall figure 
bent over the three, Roaey'a eyes were not good to 
look at, as she stared at the group with a ghastly 
smile, Mrs. Mackenzie surveyed the scene in haughty 
state, from behind the sofa cushions. She tried to 
take one of Eoaey's lean hot hands. The poor child 
tore it away, leaving her ring behind her ; lifted her 
hands to her face : and cried — cried as if her little 
heart would break. Ah me ! what a story was thei'e ; 
what an outburst of pent-up feeling ! what a passion 
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of paia 1 The ring had fallen to the groand ; the lib 
tie boy crept towards it, and piclted it up, and came 
towards bis mother, fixing oa her his large wondering 
eyes. " Mamma crying. Mamma's ring I " he saic^ 
holding up the circle of gold. With more fee!ing 
than I had over seen her exhibit, she chisped the boy 
in her wasted arms. Great heaven I what passion, jeal- 
ousy, grief, deapair, were tearing and trying all these 
hearts, that but for fate might have been happy? 

Clive went round, and with the utmost sweetness 
and tenderness hanging round his child and wife, 
soothed her with words of consolation, that in truth I 
scarce heard, being ashamed almost of being present 
at this sudden scene. 'No one, however, took notice 
of the witnesses; and even Mrs. Mackenzie's voice 
was silent for the moment. I dare say C'Uve's words 
were incoherent j but women have more presence of 
mind ; and now Ethel, with a noble grace which I 
cannot attempt to describe, going up to Kosey, seated 
herself by her, spoke of her long grief at the differ- 
ences between her dearest uncle and herself ; of her 
early days, when he had been as a father to her; of 
her wish, her hope that Roaey shonld love her as a 
sister ; and of her belief that better days and happi- 
ness were in store for them all. And she spoke to 
the mother about her boy so beautiful and intelligent, 
and told her how she had brought up her brother's 
children, and hoped that this one too would call her 
Aunt Ethel. She would not stay now, might she 
come again ? Would Bosey come to her with her lit 
tie boy ? Would he kiss her ? He did so with a very 
good grace ; but when Ethel at parting embraced the 
child's mother, Eoaey's face wore a smile ghastly to 
look at, and the lips that tonched Ethel's cheeks were 
quite white. 
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•* I shall come and see you again to-morrow, TJnele, 
may I not 7 I saw your room to-day, sir, and your 
housekeeper ; aueh a nice old lady, and your black 
gown. And you shall put it on to-morrow, and walk 
with me, and show me the beautiful old buildings of 
the old hospital. And I shall come and make tea for 
you, the housekeeper says I may. Will you come 
down with me to my carriage ? No, Mr. Pendennia 
must come ; " and she quitted the room, beckoning 
me after her. " You will speak to CHve now, won't 
yon ? " she said, " and come to me this evening, and 
tell me all before you go to bed ? " I went back, 
anxious in truth to be the messenger of good tidings 
to my dear old friends. 

Brief as my absence had been, Mrs. Mackenzie had 
taken atlvantage of that moment again to outrage 
Clive and his father, and to announce that Kosey 
might go to see this Miss Neweome, whom people re- 
spected because she was rich, but whom she would 
never visit ; no, never 1 " An insolent, proud, imper- 
tinent thing ! Does she take me for a housemaid ? " 
Mrs. Mackenzie bad inquired. " Am I dust to be 
trampled beneath her feet? Am I a dog that she 
can't throw me a word ? " Her arms were stretched 
out, and she was making this inquiry as to her own 
canine qualities as I re-entered the room, and remem- 
bered that Ethel had never once addressed a single 
word to Mrs. Mackenzie in the course of her visit, 

I affected not to perceive the incident, and pres- 
ently said that I wanted to speak to CHve in his 
studio. Knowing that I had brought my friend one 
or two commissions for drawings, Mrs. Mackenzie 
waa civil to me, and did not object to our colloquies. 

"WiU you come too, and smoke a pipe, Father?" 
says Clive. 
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" 0/ course your father intends to stay to dimta- ? " 
says the Campaigner, with a scornful toss of Let 
head. ClivB groaaed out aa we were ou the stair, 
" that be could uot beax this much longer, by heavens 
he could not." 

"Give the Colonel his pipe, Clive," said L "Xow, 
sir, down with you in the sitters' chair, and emoke the 
sweetest cheroot you ever smolced in your life ! My 
dear, dear old Clive ! you need not bear with the 
Campaigner any longer ; you may go to bed without 
this nightmare to-night if you like ; you may have 
your father back under your roof again." 

" My dear Arthur I I must be back at ten, sir, back 
at ten, military time ; drum beats ; no — bell tolls at 
ten, and gates close ; " and he laughed and shook his 
old bead. " Besides, I am to see a young lady, sit ; 
and she is coming to make tea for me, and I moat 
speak to BIra. Jones to have all things ready — all 
things ready ; " and again the old man laughed as ha 
spoke. 

His son looked at him and then at me with eyes 
fiill of sad meaning. " How do you mean, Arthur," 
Clive said, " that be can coma and stay with me, and 
that that woman can go ? " 

Then feeling in my pocket for Mr, Luce's letter, I 
grasped my dear Clive by the hand aud bade him pre- 
pare for good news. I told him how providentially, 
two days since, Ethel, in the library at Newcome, 
looking into Orme's " History of India," a book 
which old Mrs. Kewoome had been reading on the 
night of her death, had discovered a paper, of whicti 
the accompanying letter enclosed a copy, and I gave 
my friend the letter. 

He opened it, and read it through. I cannot say 
that I saw any particular expression of wonder in h 
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coanteiuuioe) for soiaekow,^ all tlie while Clive perosed 
this document^ I was looking at the Colonel's sweet 
kind face. ^'It — it is Ethel's doings" said Clive, in 
a hurried voice. ''There was no such letter.'' 

"Upon my honor/' I answered, "there was. We 
came up to London with it last night, a few houra 
after she had found it. We showed it to Sir Bamea 
Newcome, who —-who could not disown it We took 
it to Mr. Luce, who recognized it at once, who was old 
Mrs. Newcome's man of business, and continues to be 
the family lawyer: and the family recognizes tha 
legacy and has paid it, and you may draw for it to- 
morrow, as you see. What a piece of good luck it is 
that it did not come before the B. B. C. time. That 
confounded Bundlecund Bank would have swallowed 
up this, like all the rest" 

"Fatiierl Fath^I do you remember Orme's 'Hia* 
toiy of India?'" cries Clive. 

" Orme's ' History I ' of course I do ; I could repeat 
whole pages of it when I was a boy," says the old 
man, and began forthwith. " ' The two battalions ad« 
vanced against each other cannonading, until the 
French, coming to a hollow way, imagined that the 
English would not venture to pass it. But Ma^z 
Lawrence ordered the sepoys and artillery «^ tha 
sepoys and artillery to halt and defend the convoy 
against the Morattoea' — Morattoes Orme calls 'em. 
Ho ! ho ! I could repeat whole pages, sir." 

"It is the best book that ever was written," calla 
out Clive. 

The Colonel said be had not read it, but he waa io» 
formed Mr. Mill's was a very learned history; he 
intended to read it. " Eh I there is plenty of time 
now," said the good ColoneL "I have all day long 
at Grey Friars, — after chapel, you know. Do yoti 
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know, sir, when I waa a boy I used "vrhat they call 
to tib out and run down to a public-botise in Cis- 
tercian Lane — the 'Red Cow,' hit, — and buy rum 
there ? I was a terrible wild boy, Clity. Yoa 
were n't so, sir, thank Heaven I A terrible wild boy, 
and my poor father flogged me, though I think it waa 
veiy hard on me. It was n't the pain, you know : it 
wasn't the pain, but — " Hero tears came into Ms 
eyes and he dropped his head on his hand, and th« 
cigar fell from it on to the floor, burnt almost out, and 
scattering white ashes. 

Clive looked sadly at me. "He was often so atBoa- 
logne, Arthur," he whispered; "after a scene with 
that — that woman yonder, his head would go: ha 
never replied to her taunts : he bore her infernal cru- 
elty without an unkind word — Oh, I can pay her 
back, thank God, I can pay her I But who shall pay 
her," he said, trembling in every limb, " for what she 
has made that good man suffer ? " 

He turned to his father, who still sat lost in his 
meditations. " You need never go back to Grey 
Friars, Father I " he cried out 

" Not go back, Clivy ? Must go back, boy, to say 
Adsum when my name is called. 'Newcomel' 'Ad- 
Bum 1 ' Hey ! that is what we used to say — we used 
to say 1 " 

"You need not go back, except to pack your things, 
and return and live with me and Boy," Clive contin- 
ued, and he told Colonel Newcome rapidly the story 
of the legacy. The old man seemed hardly to com- 
prehend it. When he did, the news scarcely elated 
him ; when Clive said " they could now pay Mrs. 
Mackenzie," the Colonel replied, " Quite right, quite 
right," and added up the sum, principal and interest 
in which they were indebted to her — he knei 
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enough, the good old man. ''Of coarse we shall pay 
her, Clivy, when we can I " But in spite of what 
Glive had said he did not appear to understand the 
fact, that the debt to Mrs. Mackenzie was now actually 
to be paid. 

As we were talking a knock came to the studio- 
door, and that summons was followed by the entrance 
of the maid, who said to Olive, ''If you please, sir, 
Mrs. Mackenzie says, how long are you argoing to 
keep the dinner waiting ? " 

" Come, Father, come to dinner I " cries Olive ; " and, 
Pen, you will come too, won't you ? " he added ; " it 
may be the last time you dine in such pleasant com- 
pany. Oome along,*' he whispered hurriedly. "I 
should like you to be there, it will keep her tongue 
quiet." 

As we proceeded to the dining-room, I gave the 
Oolonel my arm ; and the good man prattled to me 
something about Mrs. Mackenzie having taken shares 
in the Bundlecund Banking Oompany, and about her 
not being a woman of business, and fancying we 
had spent her money. "And I have always felt a 
Irish that Clivy should x)ay her, and he will x)ay her, 
I know he will," says the Oolonel; "and then we 
shall lead a quiet life, Arthur ; for, between ourselves, 
some women are the deuce when they are angry, sir." 
And again he laughed, as he told me this sly news, 
and he bowed meekly his gentle old head as we en- 
tered the dining-room. 

That apartment was occupied by little Boy already 
seated in his high chair, and by the Campaigner only, 
who stood at the mantel-piece in a majestic attitude. 
On parting with her, before we adjourned to Olive's 
studio, I had made my bow and ^ken my leave in 
form, not supposing that I was about to enjoy her 
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hospitality jet onee again. Vy letant did not seem 
to please her. ^Does Mr. Pendeania £aTor us viiii 
his company to dinner agaiaiy Clire ? " she said, tam- 
ing to her son4nJaw. Clive curtly aaid, ^ Yes ; he had 

asked Mr. Pendennis to stay." 

** You might at least have been j» kimd as to gire 
me notice^'' says the Campaigner, still majestic, bet 
ironical <^ You vill have but a pcx>r meal, Mr. Pes- 
dennis ; and one such as I am not aoeostomed to give 
my guests." 

^ Cold beef 1 what the deuce doea it matter ? ^ sajs 
Clive, beginning to earve the joints which, hot. had 
served our yesterday's Christmas table. 

'< It does matter, sir ! I am not aocnstomed to treat 
my guests in this way. Maria! who has been cutting 
that beef ? Three pounds of that beef have been eat 
away since one o'dock to<day ; " and with flashing eyes, 
and a finger twinkling all over with rings, ahe pointed 
towards the guilty joint 

Whether Maria had been dispensing secret chari- 
ties, or kept company with an occult policeman partial 
ti^ roast beef, I do not know ; but she looked very 
much alarmed, and said, ** Indeed, and indeed, Mum, 
slio hful not touched a morsel of it ! — not she.'- 

** Confound the beef ! " says Clive, carving on. 

** Slie has been cutting it ! " cries the Campaigner, 
bringing her list down with a thump upon the t;ible. 
»♦ Mr. IVndennis! you saw the beef yesterday; eigh- 
teen ]H)unds it weighed, and this is what conies up of 
it I As if there was not already ruin enough in the 
house I *■ 

♦» 1) — u the beef ! " cries out Clive. 

" No I no 1 Thank God for our good dinner ! Bene- 
dii'ti bi^nrdiciim^is, Clivy my boy," says the Colonel, in 
a tremulous voice. 



^ S we&ir iob^ ftlt 1 Idt the ohild hear yottr oaths 1 L^ 
my blessed ohild^ who is too ill to sit at table and 
picks her bit oi sweetbread on her sofa^ -~ which her 
poor mother prepates for her, Mr. Pendennis, — which 
I cooked it, and gave it to her with these hands, — let 
her hear your oorses and blasphemies, Clive Kewoome I 
They are loud enough." 

'' Do let us have a quiet life/' groans out Clive ; and 
for me, I confess, I kept my eyes steadily down upon 
my plate, nor dared to lift them, until my portion of 
cold beef had vanished. 

No further outbreak took place, until the appearance 
of the second course ; which consisted, as the ingenious 
reader may suppose, of the plum*pudding, now in n 
grilled state, and the remanent mince-pies from yester- 
day's meal. Maria, I thoughti looked particularly 
guilty, aB tiiesd delicacies were placed on the table : 
she set them down hastily, and was for operating ttn 
instant rel^rei^. 

But the Campaigner shrieked aftier her, *' Who haa 
eaten that pudding ? I insist upon knowing who has 
eaten it. I saw it at two o'clock when I went down to 
the kitch^i and fried a bit for my darling child, and 
there 's pounds of it gone since then I There were 
five mince-pies t Mr. PendennisI you saw yourself 
there were five went away from the table yesterday-*- 
where 's the other two, Maria ? You leave the house 
this night, you thieving wicked wretch — and I '11 thank 
you to come back to me afterwards for a character. 
ISiirteen servants have we had in nine months, Mr. 
Pendennis, and this girl is the worst of them all, and 
the greatest liar and tiie greatest thief." 

At this charge theoutaraged Maria stood up in arms, 
and as the phrase is, gave the Campaigner as good as 
fthe got Go I would n't dhe go ? Pay her her wages^ 
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and let her go out of that 'ell upon hearth, was Maria's 
prayer. " It is n't you, air," she said, turning to Clive. 
" You are good enough, and works hard enough to ^t 
the guineas which you give out to pay that doctor [ 
and she don't pay him — and I see five of them in het 
purse wrapped up in paper, myself I did, and she 
abuses you to him — and I heard her, and Jane Black, 
■who was here before, told me she Iieard her. Go ! 
won't I just go, I despises your puddens and pieal" 
and with a laugh of scorn this rude Maria, snapped 
her black fingers in the immediate vicinity of the 
Campaigner's nose. 

"I will pay her her wages, and she shaU go this 
instant I " says Mrs. Mackenzie, taking her purse out 

" Pay me with them auwerings that you have got 
in it, wrapped up in paper. See if she have n't, Mr. 
Newcome," the refractory waiting-woman cried out^ 
and again she laughed a strident laugh. 

Mrs. Mackenzie briskly shut her porte-monnsue, 
and rose up from table, quivering with ind^naut 
virtue. " Go I " she exclaimed, " go and pack your 
trunks this instant! you quit the house this nigh^ 
and a policeman sball see to your boxes before 
leave it!" 

Whilst uttering this sentence against the goil^' 
Maria, the Campaigner had intended, no doubt, to re- 
place her pui-se in her pocket, — a handsome filigree 
gimcrack of poor Kosey's, one of the relics of former 
splendors, — but, agitated by Maria's insolence, the 
trembling hand missed the mark, and the purse fell to 
the ground. 

Maria dashed at the purse in a moment, with a 
scream of laughter shook its contents upon the table, 
and sure enough, five little packets wrapped in paper 
rolled out upon the cloth, besides bank-notes and silver. 
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and gold coin. ''I 'm to go^ am I ? I 'm a thief, am 
I ? '^ screamed the girl, clapping her hands. " I sor 
'em yesterday when I was a-lacing of her ; and thought 
of that pore young man working night and day to get 
the money ; me a thief , indeed I — I despise you, and 
/give you warning." 

'^ Do you wish to see me any longer insulted by this 
woman, Glive? Mr. Pendennis, I am shocked that 
you should witness such horrible vulgarity/' cries the 
Campaigner, turning to her guest. ** Does the wretched 
creature suppose that I — I who have given tlumsands, 
I who have denied myself everything, I who have 
spent my all in support of this house ; and Colonel 
Newcome knows whether I have given thousands or 
not, and who has spent them, and who has been robbed^ 
I say, and — " 

"Here I you! Maria! go about you business," 
shouted out Clive Kewcome, starting up; "go and 
pack your trunks if you like, and pack this woman's 
trunks too. Mrs. Mackenzie, I can bear you no more ; 
go in peace, and if you wish to see your daughter she 
shall come to you ; but I will never, so help me Qod I 
sleep under tibe same roof with you ; or break the 
same crust with you ; or bear your infernal cruelty ; 
or sit to hear my father insulted ; or listen to your 
wicked pride and folly more. There has not been a 
day since you thrust your cursed foot into our wretched 
house, but you have tortured one and all of us. Look 
here, at the best gentleman, and the kindest heart in 
all the world, you fiend I and see to what a condition 
you have brought him I Dearest father ! she is going, 
do you hear ? She leaves us, and you will come back 
to me, won't you ? Great God, woman," he gasped out, 
"do you know what you have made me suffer — what 
you have done to this good man ? Pardon, Father, 
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\ pardon I " — and lie sank down by Iiis father's ride, 

Bobbing with passionate emotion. The old man even 
now did not seem to comprehend the scene. When 
' he heard that woman's Toioe in anger, a sort of stapor 

came over him. 

''I am 2L fiend, am I ? '^ cries the lady. <' Yon hear, 
, Mr. PendenniSy this is the language to which I am 

accustomed ; I am a widow, and I trusted m j child 
and mj all to that old man; he robbed me and mj 
^ darling of almost every farthii^ we had ; and wlu^ 

■r has been my return for such baseness ? I have lived 

I in this house and toiled like a slave; I have acted as 

V « servant to my blessed child ; night after night I have 

■ ' sat with her ; and month after month when her hn^nd 

has been away, I have nursed that poor innocent; 
f and the father having robbed me, the son turns ma 

i out of doors I " 

I , A sad thing it was to witness, and a painful proof 

how frequent were these battles, that, as this one 
raged, the poor little boy sat almost careless, whilst 
his bewildered grandfather stroked his golden head ! 
" It is quite clear to me, Madam," I said, turning to 
Mrs. Mackenzie, "that you and your son-in-law are 
bettor apart ; and I came to tell him to-day of a most 
fortunate legacy, which has just been left to him, and 
wliich will enable him to pay you to-morrow morning 
every shilling, every shilling which he does xot owe 

you." 

" I will not leave this house until I am paid every 
shilling of which I have been robbed," hissed out 
i\Irs. ^Mackenzie ; and she sat down folding her arms 
across her chest. 

<' I am sorry,'' groaned out Clive, wiping the sweat 
off his brow, <* I used a harsh word ; I will never sleep 
under the same roof with you. To-morrow I will pay 
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you what you claim ; and tlie best chance I have of 
forgiving you the evil which you have done me, is 
that we should never meet again. Will you give me 
a bed at your house, Arthur ? Father, will you come 
out and walk? Good night, Mrs. Mackenzie; Pen- 
dennis will settle with you in the morning. You 
will not be here, if you please, when I return ; and so 
Grod forgive you, and farewell" 

Mrs. Mackenzie in a tragic manner dashed aside the 
hand which poor Clive held out to her, and disap- 
peared from the soene of this dismal dinner. Boy 
presently fell a-crying : in spite of all the battle a2id 
fury, there was deep in his eyes. 

<' Maria is too busy, I suppose, to put him to bed," 
said Clive, with a sad smile ; '^ shall we do it. Father ? 
Gome, Tommy my son I" and he folded his arms 
round the child, and walked with him to the upper 
regions. The old man's eyes lighted up ; his soared 
thoughts returned to him ; he followed his two 
children up the stairs, and saw his grandson in his 
little bed; and, as we walked home with him, he told 
me how sweetly Boy said " Our FaAer," and prayed 
God bless all tiiose who loved him, as they laid him 
to rest. 

So these three generations had joined in that sup- 
plication ; the strong man, himibled by trial and gridi, 
whose loyal heart was yet full of love; — the child, 
of the sweet B>ge of those little ones whom the Blessed 
Speaker of the prayer first bade to come unto 
Him ; — and the old man, whose heart was wellnigh as 
tender and as innocent ; and whose day was approach- 
ing, when he should be drawn to the bosom of the 

Eternal Pity. 
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The vow whicli Clive had uttered, never to shoie 
bread with his mother-in-law, or sleep under the same 
roof with her, was broken on the veiy next day. A 
stronger will than the young man's intervened, and 
he had to confess the impotence of his wrath before 
that superior power. In the forenoon of the day 
following that unlucky dinner, I went with mj friend 
to the banking-house whither Mr. Luce's letter di- 
rected ns, and carried away with me the principal 
sum, in which the Campaig^ier said Colonel Newcome 
was indebted to her, with the interest accurately com- 
puted and reimbursed. Clive went off with a pocket- 
ful of money to the dear old Poor Brother of Grey 
Priars; and he promised to return with his father, 
and dine with my wife in Queen Square. I had 
received a letter from Laura by the morning's post, 
announcing her return by the express-train from 
S"eweoine, and desiring that a spare bedroom should 
be got ready for a friend who accompanied her. 

On reaching Howland Street, Clive's door was 
opened, rather to my surprise, by the rebellious maid- 
servant, who had received her dismissal on the pre- 
vious night; and the doctor's carriage drove up as 
she was still speaking to me. The polite practi- 
tioner sped up stairs to Mrs. Newcome'a apartment. 
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Mrs. Mackenzie^ in a robe-de-chambre and cap very 
different from yesterday'Si came out eagerly to meet 
the physician on the lajiding. Ere they had been a 
quarter of an hour together, arrived a cab, which dis- 
charged an elderly person with her band-box and 
bundles ; I had no difficulty in recognizing a profes- 
sional nurse in the new comer. She too disappeared 
into the sick-room, and left me sitting in the neighbor- 
ing chamber, the scene of the last night's quarrel. 

Hither presently came to me Maria, the maid. She 
said she had not the heart to go away now she was 
wanted ; that they had passed a sad night, and that 
no one had been to bed. Master Tommy was below, 
and the landlady taking care of him: the landlord 
had gone out for the nurse. Mrs. Clive had been 
taken bad after Mr. Clive went away the night before. 
Mrs. Mackenzie had gone to the poor young thing, 
and there she went on, crying, and screaming, and 
stamping, as she used to do in her tantrums, which 
was most cruel of her, and made Mrs. Clive so ilL 
And presently the young lady began : my informant 
told me. She came screaming into the sitting-room, 
her hair over her shoulders, calling out she was de- 
serted, deserted, and would like to die. She was like 
a mad woman for some time. She had fit after fit of 
hysterics : and there was her mother, kneeling, and 
crying, and calling out to her darling child to calm 
herself; — which it was all her own doing, and she 
had much better have held her own tongue, remarked 
the resolute Maria. I understood only too well from 
the girl's account what had happened, and that Clive, 
if resolved to part with his mother-in-law, should not 
have left her, even for twelve hours, in possession of 
his house. The wretched woman, whose Self was 
always predominant^ and who, though she loved her 
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dangliter after her own fashion, never forgot ter own 

vanity or passion, had improved the occasion of Clive'fl 

absence : worked npon her child's weakness, jealoasr, 

P ill-health, and driven her, no doubt, into the ferei 

which yonder physician was called to qnelL 
The doctor presently enters to write a prescriptioii, 
. followed by Clive's mother-in-law, who had cast 
4. / Bosey's fine Cashmere shawl over her shoulders, to 

1 . ^ hide her disarray. " You here still, Mr. Pendennis ! " 

she exclaims. She knew I was there. Had not she 
changed her dress in order to receive me ? 

'' I have to speak to yon for two minutes on impot- 
fi tant business, and then I shall go," I replied gravely. 

'/ "Oh, sir I to what a scene you have come! To 

1^ what a state has Olive's conduct last night driven my 

darling child I " 
f As the odious woman spoke so, the doctor's keea 

■•' ' eyes, looking up from the prescription, caught mine. 

j| "I declare before Heaven, Madam," I said hotly, **! 

'* believe you yourself are the cause of your daughter's 

present illness, as you have been of the misery of my 
friends." 

"Is tliis, sir/' she was breaking out, "is this lan- 
guage to be used to — ? " 

^* Madam, will you be silent ? " I said. " I am come 
to l)id you farewell on the part of those whom your 
tomiM'r has driven into infernal torture. I am come 
to pay you every halfpenny of the sum which my 
fritMids do not owe you, but which they restore. Here 
is the account, and here is the money to settle it 
And r take tliis gentleman to witness, to whom, no 
doubt, you have imparted what you call your wrongs " 
(the doctor smiled, and shrugged his shoulders) 
"that now you are paid." 
" A widow — a poor, lonely, insulted widow ! " 
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cries the CampaigBer, with trembling hands^ taking 
possession of the. notes. 

"And I wish to know," I continned, "when my 
friend's house will be free to him, and he can return 
in peace ? '* 

Here Boseys voice was heard from the inner apart- 
ment, screaming, "Mamma, Mamma!" 

"I go to my child, sir," she said. "If Captain 
Mackenzie had been alive, you would not have dared 
to insult me so." And carrying off her money, she 
left us. 

" Cannot she be got out of the house ? " I said to 
the doctor. "My friend will never return until she 
leaves it. It is my belief she is the cause of her 
daughter's present illness." 

"Not altogether, my dear sir. Mrs. Newcome was 
in a very, very delicate state of health. Her mother 
is a lady of impetuous temper, who expresses herself 
very strongly — too strongly, I own. In consequence 
of unpleasant family discussions, which no physician 
can prevent, Mrs. Newcome has been wrought up to 
a state of — of agitation. Her fever is, in fact, at 
present, very high. You know her condition. I am 
apprehensive of ulterior consequences. I have recom- 
mended an excellent and experienced nurse to her. 
Mr. Smith, the medical man at the corner, is a most 
able practitioner. I shall myself call again in a few 
hours, and I trust that, after the event which I appre- 
hend, everything will go welL" 

" Cannot Mrs. Mackenzie leave the house, sir ? " I 
asked. 

" Her daughter cries out for her at every moment. 
Mrs. Mackenzie is certainly not a judicious nurse, but 
in Mrs. Newcome's present state I cannot take upon 
myself to separate them. Mr. Newepme may retuni| 
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and I do ihiok and believe that Lis presence maj- tM 

to impose silence and restore tranqtiiUit}'." 

I tiad to go tiack to Clive with these gloomj tidings 
The poor feUow must put up a bed in his studio, am 
there await the issue of his wife's illness. I Eafl 
Thomas Neweome could not sleep under his soirt 
roof that night. That dear meeting, which both M 
desired, was delayed, who coulil say for how long ? 

" The Colonel may come to us," I thought ; " oat oU 
house is big enough." I guessed who was the friend 
coming in my wife's company ; and pleased myself by 
think.iDg that two friends so dear should me«t in oui 
home. Bent upon these plans, I repaired to Grey 
Friars, and to Thomas Newcome's chamber there, 

Bayham opened the door when I knocked, and came 
towards me with a finger on his lip, and a sad, sad 
countenance. He closed the door gently behind him, 
and led me into the court. " Clive is with him, and 
Miss Newcome, He is very ill. He docs not know 
them," said Bayham with a sob. " He calls out for 
both of them : they are sitting there, and he does not 
know them." 

In a brief narrative, broken by more honest tears, 
Fred Bayham, as we paced up and down the court, 
told me what had happened. The old man must havQ 
passed a sleepless night, for on going to his chamber 
in the morning, his attendant found him dressed in 
his chair, and his bed undisturbed. He must have 
sat all throiigh the bitter night without a fire ; but 
his hands were burning hot, and he rambled in hia 
talk. He spoke of some one coming to diink tea with 
him, pointed to the fire, and asked why it was not 
made; ho would not go to bed, though the nurse 
pressed him. The bell began to ring for morning 
chapel ; he got up and went towards his gown, groping 



THE KEWCOMES. 407 

towards it as though he could hardly see^ and put it 
over his shoulders, and would go out, but he would 
have fallen in the court if the good nurse had not 
given him her arm ; and the physician of the hospital, 
passing fortunately at this moment, who had always 
been a great friend of Colonel Newcome's, insisted 
upon leading him back to his room again, and got 
him to bed. " When the bell stopped, he wanted to 
rise once more ; he fancied he was a boy at school 
again," said the nurse, ''and that he was going in to 
Dr. Baine, who was schoolmaster here ever so many 
years ago." So it was, that when happier days seemed 
to be dawning for the good man, that reprieve came 
too late. Grief, and years, and humiliation, and care, 
and cruelty had been too strong for him, and Thomas 
Newcome was stricken down. 

Bayham's story told, I entered the room, over which 
the twilight was falling, and saw the figures of Glive 
and Ethel seated at each end of the bed. The poor 
old man within it was calling incoherent sentences. I 
had to call Clive from the present grief before him, 
with intelligence of further sickness awaiting him at 
home. Our poor patient did not heed what I said to 
his son. " You must go home to Rosey," Ethel said. 
'' She will be sure to ask for her husband, and for- 
giveness is best, dear Clive. I will stay with uncle. 
I will never leave him. Please Grod, he will be better 
in the morning when you come back." So Clive's 
duty called him to his own sad home ; and, the bearer 
of dismal tidings, I returned to mine. The fires were 
lit there, and the table spread ; and kind hearts were 
waiting to welcome the friend who never more was 
to enter my door. 

It may be imagined that the intelligence which I 
brought alarmed and afflicted my wife, and Madame 



^Sa THE NEWCOMES. 

de Florsc, out guest. liaura immediately went away 
to Roaey'a house to offer her services if needed. Tlie 
acGOUuta which she brought theace were very biui: 
Clive came to her for a minute or two, but Mrs. Mac- 
kenzie could BOt see her. Should she not bring the 
little boy home to her children ? Laura asked ; aad 
Clive thankfully accepted that offer. The little man 
slept in our nursery that night, and wae at play with 
our young onea od the morrow — happy and uncon- 
scious of the fate impending over his home. 

Vet two more days passed, and I had to take two 
advertisements to the " Times " newspaper on the 
part of poor Clive. Among the announcements of 
Births was printed, "On the 28th, iii Rowland Street, 
Mrs. Clive llfewoome of a son still-born." And a lib- 
tie loiver, in the third division of the aame column, 
appeared the words, " On the 29th, in Howland Street, 
aged 26, Rosalind, wife of Clive Newcome, Esq," So, 
one day, sliall the names of all of as be written there ; 
to be deplored by how many ? — to be remembered 
how long? — to occasion what tears, praises, sympa- 
thj', censure ? — yet for a day or two, while the busy 
world has time to recollect us who have passed be- 
yond it. So this poor little flower had bloomed for 
its little day, and pined, and withered, and perished 
There was only one friend by CUve's aide following 
the humble procession which laid poor Roaey and hei 
child out of sight of a world that had been bat unkind 
to her. Not many tears were there to wat«r her lonely 
little grava A grief that waa akin to shajne and re- 
morse humbled him as he knelt over her. Poor little 
harmless lady 1 no more childish triumphs and vani- 
ties, no more hidden griefs are you to enjoy or saffer| 
and earth closes over yonr simple pleasorea and tears ! 
The snow was falling and whitenisig the coffin as they 
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lowered it into the gxoiuid* It was at the same ceme- 
texy in which Lady Kew was buried. I dare say the 
same clergyman read the same service over the two 
graves^ as he will read it for you or any of us to- 
morrow, and until his own turn comes. Come away 
from the place, poor Clive t Come sit with your or- 
phan little boy, and bear him on your knee, and hug 
him to your heart He seems yours now, and all a 
Other's love may pour out upon him. Until this hour, 
Fate uncontrollable and homely tyranny had separated 
him from you. 

It was touching to see the eagerness and tenderness 
with which the great strong man now assumed the 
guardianship of the child, and endowed him with his 
entire wealth of affection. The little boy now ran to 
Clive whenever he came in, and sat for hours prattling 
to him. He would take the boy out to walk, and from 
our windows we could see Clive's black figure strid* 
log over the snow in St. James's Park, the little man 
trotting beside him, or perched on his father's shoul* 
der. My wife and I looked at them one morning as 
they were making their way towards the City. ** He 
has inherited that loving heart from his father," Laura 
said; '^and he is paying over the whole property to 
his son." 

Clive, and the boy sometimes with him, used to go 
daily to Qrey Friars, where the Colonel still lay ilL 
After some days the fever which had attacked him 
left him I but left him so weak and enfeebled that he 
could only go from his bed to the chair by his fireside. 
The season was exceedingly bitter, the chamber which 
he inhabited was warm and spacious ; it was oonsid* 
ered unadvisable to move him until he had attained 
greater strength, and tiU warmer weather. The medi- 
cal men of the Bouse hoped he might rally in spring 




l i n ^ i B g, wd-rhiwl-rd, whhe^Maded gown-boj- of A* 
■ebool, to Tbom the tid man had taksi a great bxaj. 
One d the sjTaptaaA of hU letxtming eooscioiisneaB 
■ad reecrreiy, a> we hoped, was his oiling for this 
ASd, -who pleased oar friend by hia aichsess and 
Bdzy ways ; and who, to the old gentl«naa'a uifMl- 
ing delight, osed to eal! him, "Codd CokmeL" <'Tdl 

little F , that Codd Colonel wants to see hun;' 

aad the little gowrt-boj was broiight to him ; ssd Ihft 
Colonel woold listen to him foi hoon -, and hear all 
aboot hia lessons aiid his play ; and piatde, alorast as 
childishly, aboat Dr. Baine, and his own earlj school- 
d^s. The boys of the •chool, it must be said, had 
heaid the noble old gentieman's tooching history, aad 
had lU got to know md lore him. They earns evei; 




THE KEWCOMES. 411 

day to hear news of him ; sent him in books and papers 
to amuse him ; and some benevolent young souls, — 
God's blessing on all honest boys, say I, — painted the- 
atrical characters, and sent them in to Godd Colonel's 
grandson. The little fellow was made free of gown- 
boys, and once came thence to his grandfather in a 
little gown, which delighted the old man hugely. Boy 
said he would like to be a little gown-boy ; and I make 
no doubt, when he is old enough, his father will get 
him that post, and put him under the tuition of my 
firiend Dr. Senior. 

So, weeks passed away, during which our dear old 
&iend still remained with us. His mind was gone at 
intervals, but would rally feebly ; and with his con- 
sciousness returned his love, his simplicity, his sweet- 
ness. He would talk French with Madame de Florae, 
at which time, his memory appeared to awaken with 
surprising vividness, his cheek flushed, and he was a 
youth again, — a youth all love and hope, — a stricken 
old man, with a beard as white as snow covering the 
noble care-worn face. At such times he called her 
by her Christian name of L^onore; he addressed 
courtly old words of regard and kindness to the aged 
lady ; anon he wandered in his talk, and spoke to her 
as if they still were young. Now, as in those early 
days, his heart was pure ; no anger remained in it ; 
no guile tainted it: only peace and good-will dwelt 
in it. 

Kosey's death had seemed to shock him for a while 
when the unconscious little boy spoke of it. Before 
that circumstance, Clive had even forbore to wear^ 
mourning, lest the news should agitate his father. 
The Colonel remained silent and was very much dis- 
turbed all that day, but he never appeared to compre- 
hend the fact quite ; and, once or twice afterwards. 
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asked, Wliy she ^d not caae to see him f She «h 
pKTeattif he sapposed — she ma preveoted, b« sai4 
vtth ft look of terror: he oerer once otberwix al- 
Iqdsd to that tmlaekj tyrant ot his household, wht> 
had Btade tus last years so ouhappj. 

1^0 ciremastanee of dive's legacy be DeT«r undep- 
atood : bat more than once spoke of Barnes to Ethel, 
and sent his oompliimeiits to him, and said he should 
like to shake him by the hand. Barnes Kewnme 
never onee offered to touch that hooored hand, though 
his sister bore her uncle's message to him. "Ibej 
came often from Biyaastone Squai« ; >tts. Holeon 
even offered to sit vith the Colonel, and rvad to hiis, 
and brought him books for his iaiprovcmeQt. Bnt bei 
presence disturbed faim; he cared not for ber books ; 
the two nurses whom he toreal faithfully waiched 
him; and my wife and I were admitted to him some' 
times, both of whom he bonored with regard and 
teeognitioa. As for F. B., in order bo be near hJs 
Colonel, did not that good fellow take Dp bis lodging 
in Cistercian Lane, at the " Red Cow " ? He is oae 
whose emjrs. let us hope, shall be jiarioned q\i<-' nu!- 
tmn am€tvit. I am sore he felt ten times more joy at 
hearing of Clive's legacy, than if thousands had been 
bequeathed to himself. May good health and good 
fortune speed him ! 

The days went on, and onr hopes, raised aometimea, 
began to flicker and faiL One evening the Colonel 
left his chair for his bed in pretty good spirits, bat 
passed a disturbed night, and the next morning WM 
too weak to rise. Then he remained in his bed, and 
his friends visited him there. One afternoon he 
asked for his little gown-boy, and the child was 
brought to him, and aat by the bed with a very awe- 
Btcickeu face ; and th«t gathered oourage, and tried 
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to amase him by telling him how it was a half-holi- 
day, and thej were havtag a cricket-match with the 
St. Peter's Ix^s in the green, and Grey Friars was in 
and winning. The Colonel quite understood about 
it! he would like to see the game; he had played 
many a game on that green when he was a boy. He 
grew excited. Clive dismissed his father's little 
friend, and put a soTereign into his hand ; and away 
he ran to say that Codd Colonel had come into a for- 
tune, and to buy tarts, and to see the match out. J^ 
iMrre, littiie white-haired gown-boy I Heaven speed 
you, little friend. 

After the child had gone, Thomas Newcome began 
to wander more and more. He talked louder; he 
gave the word of command, spoke Hindustanee as if 
to his men. Then he spoke words in French rapidly, 
seizing a hand that was near him, and crying, '' Tou- 
jours, toujours ! " But it was Ethel's hand which he 
took. Ethel and Cliye and the nurse were in the 
room with him. The nurse came to us, who were 
sitting in the adjoining apartment; Madame de Florae 
was there, with my wife and Bayham. 

At the look in the woman's countenance Madame 
de Florae started up. " He is very bad, he wanders 
a great deal," the nurse whispered. The French lady 
fell instantly on her knees, and remained rigid in 
prayer. 

Some time afterwards Ethel came in with a scared 
face to our pale group. ^* He is calling for you again, 
dear lady," she said, going up to Madame de Florae, 
who was still kneeling; ^'and just now he said he 
wanted Pendennis to take oare of his boy. He will 
not know you." She hid her tears as she spoke. 

She went into the room where Clive was at the 
bed's foot ; the old man within it talked on rapidly 
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for & while ; tlien again he would sigh and be still : 
once more I heard him say hurriedly, " Take cai'e of 
him when I'm in India;" and then with a heart- 
rending voice he called out, " Leonore, Uonore ! " 
She was kneeling by bis side now. The patient's 
voice sank into faint murmurs ; only a moan now and 
then announced that he was not asleep. 

At the usual evening hour tlie chapel bell began to 
toll, and Thomas Newcome's hands outside the bed 
feebly beat time. And jnat as the last bell struck, a 
peculiar sweet smile shone over his face, and be lifted 
np his head a little, and quickly said " Adsum ! " and 
fell back. It was the word we used at school, when 
names were called; and lo, he, whose heart was as 
that of a little child, had answered to his name, and 
stood in the presence of The Master. 



Two years ago, walking with my children in some 
pleasant fields, near to Berne, in Switzerland, I 
strayed from them into a little wood; and., coming 
oat of it presently, told them how the story had been 
revealed to me somehow, which for thrce-and -twenty 
months the reader has been pleased to follow. As 
I write the last line with a rather sad heart, Penden- 
nis and Laura, and Ethel and Clive, fade away into 
Fable-land. I hardly know whether they are not true ; 
whether they do not live near us somewhere. They 
were alive, and I heard their voices; but five minutes 
since was touched by their grief. And have we parted 
with them here on a sudden, and without so ranch as 

a shake of the band? Is yonder line ( ) which 

I drew with my own pen, a barrier between me and 
Hades as it were, across which I can see those figures 
retreating and only dimly glimmering ? Before tak- 
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ing leave of Mr. Arthur PendenniSy might he not 
have told us whether Miss Ethel married anybody 
finally? It was provoking that he should retire 
to the shades without answering that sentimental 
question. 

But though he has disapi)eared as irrevocably as 
Eurydice, these minor questions may settle the major 
one above mentioned. How could Pendennis have 
got all that information about Ethel's goings on at 
Baden, and with Lord Kew, unless she had told some- 
body — her husband, for instance, who, having made 
Pendennis an early confidant in his amour, gave him 
the whole story? "Olive," Pendennis writes ex- 
pressly, " is travelling abroad with his wife." Who 
is that wife? By a most monstrous blunder, Mr. 
Pendennis killed Lord Farintosh's mother at one 
page and brought her to life again at another ; but 
Bosey, who is so lately consigned to Kensal Green, 
it is not surely with Tier that Clive is travelling, for 
then Mrs. Mackenzie would probably be with tiiem 
to a live certainty, and the tour would be by no means 
pleasant. How could Pendennis have got all those 
private letters, etc., but that the Colonel kept them 
in a teak box, which Clive inherited and made over 
to his friend ? My belief then is, that in Fable-land 
somewhere Ethel and Clive are living most comfort- 
ably together : that she is immensely fond of his 
little boy, and a great deal happier now than they 
would have been had they married at first, when they 
took a liking to each otiier as young people. That 
picture of J. J.'s of Mrs. Clive Newcome (in the 
Crystal Palace Exhibition in Fable-land) is certainly 
not in the least like Bosey, who we read was fair ; 
but it represents a tall| handsome, dark lady, who 
must be Mrs. EtheL 
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Again, why did Pendemiis introduce J, J, with 
Bnch a flonrish, giving us, as it were, an OTorture, aod 
no piece to follow it ? J. J.'e history, let me coa- 
fidentially Bt3t«, has been revealed to me too. and 
may be told some of these fine summer months, or 
Christmas evenings, when the kind reader his ieii- 
ore to bear. 

What about Sir Barnes Kewoome, ultimately? 
My impression is that he is married again, and it is 
my fervent hope that his present wife bullies him. 
Mra. ^rackenzie cannot have the face to keep that 
money which Clive paid over to her, beyond her life- 
time ; and will certainly leave it and her savings to 
little Tommy. I should not be snrprised if Madame 
de Jllontcontour left a smart legacy to the Pcndennis 
children; and Lord Kew stood godfather in case- 
in case Mi. and JVIrs. Clive wanted (rnch an article. 
Bnt have they any children ? I, for my part, should 
like her best without, and entirely devoted to little 
Tommy. Bnt for you, dear friend, it is as you like. 
Yon may settle your Fable-land in yonr own fashion. 
Anything you like happens in Fiililo-Lind. Wicked 
folka die apropos (for instance, that death of Lady 
Kew was most artful, for if she had not died, don't 
you see that Ethel would have married Lord Paria- 
tosh the next week ?) — annoying follu are got out 
of the way ; the poor are rewarded — the npstarts are 
set down in Fable-land — the flog bursts with wicked 
rage, the fox is canght in his trap, the lamb ia reeoned 
from the wolf, and so forth, jnst in the nick of time. 
And the poet of Fable-land rewards and punishes ab- 
solutely. He splendidly deals out bags of sovereigns, 
which won't buy anything; belabors wicked backs 
with awful blows, which do not hurt ; endows hero- 
ines with preternatural beauty, and crestes hetoes, 
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who, if ugly sometimes; yet possess a thousand good 
qualities, and usually end by being immensely rich ; 
makes the hero and heroine happy at last, and happy 
ever after. Ah, happy, harmless Fable-land, where 
these things are I Friendly reader I may you and the 
author meet there on some future day I He hopes 
so ; as he yet keeps a lingering hold of your haiid, 
and bids you farewell with a kind heart. 

Pabis, 28 Jane, 1855. 



THB END* 
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